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BARBARA    BERING 

XXII. 

BRANSBY  had  never  before  been  called  upon  to  face  such 
a  problem  as  that  which  now  presented  itself.  After  a 
night  and  day  spent  in  uncomfortable  consideration  of 
the  matter  from  every  aspect,  he  was  forced  to  admit 
that  the  time  had  come  when  his  wife  could  no  longer 
be  coerced  by  a  disapproving  word  or  glance,  and  that 
she  was  fully  determined  to  carry  out  her  intention  of 
thinking  and  acting  for  herself.  As  for  Barbara,  her 
influence  in  all  this  was  very  apparent.  That  it  was 
an  unconscious  influence  Bransby  did  not  know,  and 
certainly  could  not  have  been  expected  to  imagine.  He 
regarded  her  as  one  of  those  alluded  to  by  St.  Paul, 
'  who  creep  into  houses  and  lead  captive  silly  women,' 
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and  his  feeling  of  animosity  to  her  was  not  decreased 
by  his  realization  of  the  justice  of  many  of  his  wife's 
personal  remarks. 

Altogether,  Barbara  stirred  in  him  sentiments  of  a 
nature  akin  to  those  which  the  heirs  of  a  blind  person 
would  probably  feel  towards  a  physician  who  had 
restored  him  to  sight  when  his  former  state  of  darkness 
would  have  better  suited  their  interests.  To  the  weak 
no  sensation  is  so  delightful  as  that  of  power,  whether 
worthy  or  unworthy.  A  vague  suspicion  of  his  own  lack 
in  certain  virile  qualities  had  been  lulled,  for  Brausby, 
through  all  his  married  life,  by  the  unquestioning 
sway  which  Eunice  had  allowed  him  to  exercise  over 
her. 

It  pleased  him  to  see  this  bright  young  creature  be 
come  staid,  meek,  reserved,  at  his  behest,  to  hide  the 
beauty  of  her  arms  arid  throat  from  others  because  he 
desired  it,  to  lock  up  her  favourite  music  and  refrain 
from  singing  all  but  sacred  songs  because  he  found 
this  course  preferable.  He  had  restricted  her  reading, 
dictated  her  occupations,  overlooked  her  correspondence, 
and  even  selected  her  hours  for  exercise.  He  had 


occasioned  her  much  suffering  during  the  illness  of  her 
children,  because,  as  a  devout  Tolstoian,  he  did  not 
believe  in  doctors,  and  would  never  send  for  one  until 
the  last  moment. 

In  all  this  petty  indulgence  of  an  egoistic  authority 
he  had  found  that  curious  delight  which  some  children 
find  in  pretending  that  their  image  in  the  glass  is  a 
real  person,  although  they  know  perfectly  well  that 
there  is  nothing  substantial  behind  the  frame.  It  was 
in  his  character  as  reflected  in  Eunice's  submission  that 
Bransby  found  compensation  for  the  emptiness  which 
existed  in  its  actual  counterpart.  There  was  a  tinge  of 
the  bully  in  his  composition,  if  so  masculine  a  word  can 
be  used  in  so  shadowy  a  connection,  and  now  that  his 
victim,  his  '  fag,'  as  it  were,  had  turned  and  faced  him 
the  idea  of  attempting  to  reconquer  his  old  position 
never  occurred  to  him.  His  chief  thought  was  how  to 
acquiesce  with  the  greatest  show  of  firmness  and  dignity, 
how  to  agree  to  his  wife's  requests  without  seeming  to 
have  been  forced  into  an  agreement ;  in  a  word,  how  to 
assume  the  attitude  of  one  who  bestows  a  benefit,  rather 
than  of  one  who  accedes  to  a  demand.  Above  all,  he 
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was  almost  feverishly  anxious  that  his  sister  should  not 
know  what  had  taken  place. 

To  Eunice,  however,  the  hours  of  waiting  were  almost 
intolerable.  She  knew  him  thoroughly  in  most  respects, 
but  this  situation  was  so  unlike  any  in  which  they  had 
ever  been  placed  before,  that  she  could  not  depend  on 
her  past  knowledge  of  his  character  to  decide  upon  the 
position  which  he  would  now  take.  She  even  thought 
that  he  might  make  a  desperate  resistance  and  come 
to  some  extreme  resolve,  such  as  a  sudden  sale  of  The 
Poplars,  for  instance,  or  a  threat  to  intercept  Barbara's 
letters.  Many  wild  conjectures  passed  through  her  mind 
during  the  night  and  day  that  followed  his  visit  to  her 
room . 

She  was,  therefore,  entirely  unprepared  for  his  calm 
and  amiable  manner  the  next  evening,  when,  following 
her  into  the  library  after  dinner,  he  placed  himself,  with 
sedate  deliberation,  between  the  arms  of  a  fragrant 
leather  chair.  He  looked  at  her,  smiled,  softly  tapped 
his  finger-tips  together. 

'  Well,  my  dear,  have  you  quite  recovered  from  your 
nervous  attack  of  last  night  ?'  he  asked  suavely. 
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'  You  still  look  pale,  I  am  sorry  to  see,  but  those  blue 
shadows  under  your  eyes  have  gone.  It  is  not  so 
damp  to-day.  That  is  always  better  for  your  neu 
ralgia.' 

'  Oh  yes,  the  weather  is  much  softer.  The  roses 
have  opened  on  several  bushes  to-day.  This  knot  I  have 
on,  I  cut  it  near  the  door.' 

'  Those  pale  flowers  always  suit  you  admirably,' 
replied  Bransby.  '  You  have  no  gown  I  like  better 
than  that  deep-green  velvet,  and  the  little  Venetian  ruff 
suits  the  contour  of  your  face.' 

'  Yes,  it  is  very  pretty,  and  so  warm.  But  my  velvet 
is  getting  shabby,  I'm  afraid.  Do  you  want  me  to  get 
another  green  one,  or  would  you  rather  have  a  different 
colour  ?' 

This  appeal  to  his  taste  and  authority  fell  soothingly 
upon  Bransby's  disturbed  self-confidence.  He  replied 
graciously  that  he  could  think  of  nothing  more  charm 
ing  than  an  exact  reproduction  of  her  present  costume, 
adding,  in  a  by-the-way  tone  : 

'  Er — those  matters  we  were  speaking  of.  I  wish  to 
explain  to  you  that  you  have  indeed  mistaken  me,  if  you 
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think  I  want  you  to  educate  our  daughters  according  to 
my  sister's  ideas.  That  I  consider  many  of  her  ideas 
excellent  I  must  admit,  but  I  also  think  that  the  mother 
is  the  only  proper  guide  for  her  children.' 

'  I  am  very,  very  glad  that  you  agree  with  me,' 
said  Eunice,  in  a  low  voice.  Her  heart  was  beating 
fast,  but  her  delicate  face  and  figure  wore  their  usual 
composure. 

'  And — er — I  have  also  decided,  after  long  and  serious 
thought,  that  I  do  not  wish  to  interfere  with  your  friend 
ship  for  Mrs.  Bering;  that  is — er — in  reason.  I  am 
willing  to  admit  that  her  unfeminine  views  and  decided 
manner  of  expressing  herself  may  have  prejudiced  me 
against  her.  Indeed,  she  must  have  some  good  qualities 
to  have  won  your  affection,  my  dear.' 

And  here  he  bent  upon  her  a  benign  smile.  Eunice 
was  too  amazed  at  the  completeness  and  ease  of  her  vic 
tory  to  speak  for  some  moments,  not  allowing  for 
this  parrot-like  quality  of  succumbing  at  once  to  firm 
handling. 

'  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  admit  so  much,  Godfrey,' 
'.he  said  finally.  '  I  hope  that  you  will  know  Barbara 
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for  yourself  some  day.  But  until  then  I  don't  want  to 
have  her  here  against  your  wishes.  Apart  from  annoying 
you,  it  would  be  very  unfair  to  her — 

'  Oh,  I  can  trust  to  you  to  keep  things  within  bounds/ 
said  Bransby  blandly.  '  Besides,  she  does  not  like  me 
any  better  than  I  like  her,  I  fancy.  She  generally  goes 
straight  to  your  room  when  she  comes.  There  is  one 
little  matter,  however,  in  which  I  hope  you  will  oblige 
me.  I  heard  Winifred  attempting  to  whistle  the  other 
day,  and  when  I  reproved  her  she  said,  "  Mrs.  Dering 
does  it.''  Now,  I  may  be  old-fashioned,  but  I  do  most 
certainly  object  to  a  woman's  whistling.  I  hope  you  will 
make  Winifred  understand  this.' 

'Yes  —  yes,  indeed,  Godfrey!'  exclaimed  Eunice, 
with  a  touch  of  eagerness.  She  held  out  her  pretty 
hand,  crusted  with  darkly-glowing  jewels.  '  You  may 
depend  on  me  not  to  teach  them  anything  of  which 
you  actually  disapprove  ;  only  in  matters  of  a  more 
personal  nature  I  feel  that  I  alone  must  judge  for  them. 
There  are  some  things  that  a  father  can  never  under 
stand — 

'  Oh,    certainly,    certainly,'    assented    Bransby,    also 
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with   an   approach    to   eagerness.     '  I   understand  that 
entirely.' 

His  relief  at  having  accomplished  what  he  wished,  and 
actually  having  her  treat  him  as  though  he  had  conferred 
a  favour  upon  her,  so  pleased  him  that  he  not  only  took 
her  extended  hand  in  both  his  own,  but  ended  by  placing 
his  moustache  carefully  upon  its  satiny  back  before 
releasing  it. 

'  As  to  some  of  the  other  things  to  which  you 
alluded,'  he  went  on,  in  the  same  easy  tone,  '  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  you  were  overstrained,  my  dear.  I 
know  how  delicate  your  nervous  system  is — how  it 
responds  to  the  slightest  friction— and  I  can  also  under 
stand  how,  at  times,  Lydia  should  annoy  you,  although 
with  the  best  intentions,  for  I  do  not  think  her  in  the 
least  hypocritical.  But,  as  I  was  saying — forgive  me, 
my  dear,  if  I  tell  you  that  I  do  not  think  you  are 
capable  of  judging — I  have  always  guarded  you  as 
carefully  as  a  florist  some  rare  orchid.  You  do  not 
dream  of  the  brutish  natures  of  most  men.  My  ex 
treme  consideration  may  have  seemed  to  you  coldness, 
but  I  am  persuaded  that,  had  you  been  married  to  an 
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ordinary  man,  you  would  have  died  of  horror  within  a 
year.  These  matters,  however,  are  not  for  tenderly- 
cherished  women  like  yourself  to  discuss.  You  cannot, 
in  the  nature  of  events,  know  anything  about  them. 
Brutality,  sensuality — what  are  they  but  names  to 
you  ?  Only  I  beg  that,  before  you  condemn  me  as  cold 
and  unfeeling,  you  will  also  try  to  realize  that  self- 
control,  consideration,  restraint,  are  the  highest  proofs 
of  respectful  devotion  which  any  man  can  show  to  any 
woman.' 

'You  are  very  kind — very,  very  kind  to  me,  Godfrey,' 
said  Eunice,  with  that  increase  of  adjectives  which 
so  often  denotes  lack  of  spontaneousness.  Bransby 
was  deeply  content.  He  felt  that  his  chaste  bit 
of  oratory  had  accomplished  even  more  than  he  had 
hoped. 

In  this  second  interview  Eunice's  tact  had  served  her 
as  good  a  purpose  as  her  firmness  during  the  first,  and  if 
she  had  dragged  her  husband  protesting  from  his  perch 
of  self-esteem,  she  had  certainly  succeeded  in  stroking  to 
a  dandy-like  gloss  his  ruffled  plumage. 

Before  going  to  bed  Bransby  also  had  a  conversation 
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with  Mrs.  Crosdill  regarding  her  general  attitude  towards 
Eunice  and  the  children. 

'  You  know,  my  dear  Lydia,  how  sympathetic  your 
views  are  to  me,  but  Eunice  is  a  very  high-strung 
woman.  We  must  make  allowances.  Allowance  should 
be  made  for  natures  not  naturally  religious  and  well- 
balanced  like  our  own.  You  remember  what  the  Apostle 
says :  "  To  the  weak  became  I  as  weak  that  I  might 
obtain  the  weak." 

'  Yes,  but  he  never  said  that  to  the  blasphemous  he 
became  blasphemous,  or  to  the  headstrong  headstrong,' 
retorted  his  sister  sharply. 

'  He  said  that  he  became  all  things  to  all  men,'  ven 
tured  Bransby  somewhat  timidly. 

Mrs.  Crosdill  frowned  over  the  elaborate  altar-cloth 
which  she  was  embroidering  in  gold  bullion  on  a 
crimson  velvet  ground.  Her  next  sentences  were  punc 
tuated  by  sharp  jerks  at  the  needle,  which  seemed  to 
relieve  her  feelings  in  somewhat  the  same  manner  that  a 
series  of  silent  oaths  might  have  done. 

'  My  dear  Godfrey,  I  have  always  been  convinced  that 
the  verse  which  you  quote  was  improperly  translated  in 
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the  first  instance,  or  more  likely  taken  down  incorrectly 
by  St.  Paul's  amanuensis.  You  will  remember  that  he 
often  dictated  his  epistles.  Bishop  Cammersell  told  me 
only  last  month  that  such  mistakes  must  frequently  have 
occurred.' 

'  Of  course.  I  am  sure  of  it,'  Bransby  hastened  to 
admit.  '  But,  at  least,  we  know  some  things  which  are 
beyond  dispute.  "And  if  meat  cause  my  brother  to 
offend."  There  can  be  no  discussion  about  that,  I 
suppose.  That  is  what  I  wish  to  call  your  attention  to 
in  regard  to  Eunice.  She  is  a  devoted  mother.' 

'  Say  rather  a  foolishly  indulgent  one,  my  dear  Godfrey. 
I  have  never  known  a  child  who  gave  way  to  such 
paroxysms  of  rage  and  insolence  as  Winifred.' 

Bransby  drew  the  corners  of  his  mouth  together  with 
a  reflective  thumb  and  forefinger,  shaking  his  head 
slightly. 

'  I  am  much  distressed  by  Winifred's  treatment  of  you, 
Lydia  ;  but,  indeed,  my  dear,  I  think  you  will  only  make 
it  worse  by  interfering.' 

'  I  am  sorry  that  you  consider  my  sisterly  interest 
interference,  Godfrey,'  replied  Mrs.  Crosdill,  turning 
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inward  her  thin  lips  and  puncturing  the  heavy  velvet 
with  a  force  which  had  in  it  a  hint  of  viciousness. 

Poor  Bransby  was  beginning  to  feel  helpless.     He  now 
said  almost  pleadingly : 

'  Don't  say  that,  Lydia ;  you  hurt  me  very  much.' 
'  My  dear  Godfrey/  returned  his  sister,  rising  and 
beginning  to  sort  and  put  away  her  silks  and  bullion, 
'  the  wholesome  truth  frequently  hurts — in  fact,  nearly 
always — but  I  shall  certainly  try  to  meet  your  wishes 
in  this  respect,  as  in  every  other.  However,  I  can 
think  of  nothing  that  would  please  me  so  much  as 
for  you  to  have  a  long  quiet  talk  with  Bishop  Cam- 
mersell  about  the  position  of  a  man  in  his  household 
and  the  education  of  children.  You  would  find  him 
delightful,  so  learned  and  cultivated,  a  prominent  re 
ligious  author,  and  a  man  of  wide  experience.  He  is 
not  dictatorial.  I  cannot  imagine  a  more  gentle,  win 
ning,  Christ-like  personality.  He  has  nine  daughters 
of  his  own,  and  has  passed  through  burning  ordeals. 
The  death  of  his  devoted  wife  was  a  blow  which  I  fear 
has  shattered  his  constitution.  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
he  was  to  me  when  Dabney  died.  Such  patience ! 
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Such  wonderful  power  of  uplifting  consolation  !  And 
then  so  practical  in  his  advice — so  wise  in  his  views 
of  life  and  resignation  !  I  feel  that  it  would  be  difficult 
for  one  who  lived  daily  in  his  atmosphere  of  calm 
holiness  to  refrain  from  idolizing  such  a  character.  I 
received  a  letter  from  him  which  was  forwarded  from 
Florida  only  to-day,  and  which  is  full  of  that  godly 
spirit  pervading  his  whole  life.  If  you  would  care  to- 
read  it ' 

She  paused,  and  took  up  a  little  morocco  box  which 
was  always  beside  her,  near  her  work-basket.  It  contained 
her  Bible,  prayer-books,  religious  poems  culled  from 
newspapers,  the  last  tracts,  and  to-day  the  letter  of  Bishop 
Cammersell,  who  was  Bishop  of  a  distant  State  in  which 
Mrs.  Crosdill  had  lived  during  the  years  of  her  marriage. 

'  I  should  be  delighted,'  Bransby  assured  her,  stretching 
out  his  hand  for  the  letter,  which  was  written  on  large 
sheets  of  ruled  paper.  The  handwriting  was  squarely 
round,  and  here  and  there  tremulous. 

'  MY  DEAK  FIUEND  AND  SISTER,'  so  ran  the  Bishop's 
epistle,  '  I  have  long  been  meaning  to  write  and  tell 
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you  of  my  earnest  approval  of  your  noble  and  unselfish 
work  among  the  unenlightened  children  of  Florida. 
Surely  this  cup  of  cold  water  will  bring  you  ample 
reward,  both  in  the  future  life  and  now  also,  in  the 
gratitude  and  love  of  these  little  ones,  who  must  have 
already  learned  to  look  up  to  you  with  loving  gratitude. 
Ah,  how  the  heart  aches  when  we  are  forced  to  ponder 
upon  the  souls  of  thousands  of  children,  as  willing  and 
ready  to  drink  in  salvation  as  these  which  you  are 
leading  to  our  blessed  Master,  and  which  are  yearly 
claimed  by  darkness — yes,  lost  for  ever,  because  we  do 
not  lay  enough  stress  upon  that  solemn  command  to 
preach  the  Gospel  to  every  creature  !  I  cannot  tell 
you,  my  dear  friend  and  fellow-worker  in  the  great 
vineyard,  how  gratified  and  encouraged  I  am  by  the 
success  of  your  brave  mission  among  these  poor  in 
fants,  nor  how  earnestly  I  pray,  night  and  morning, 
that  God  may  bless  and  prosper  your  efforts.  That 
you  may  see  how  sadly  even  our  most  civilized  towns 
are  in  need  of  like  missions,  however,  I  will  relate  to 
you  a  most  sorrowful  case  which  took  place  under  my 
own  eyes.  It  was  that  of  a  young  girl,  a  sempstress, 
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who  had  long  worked  for  my  family,  who  had  indeed 
just  finished  the  mourning  of  my  poor  children  for 
their  sainted,  beloved  mother.  Forgive  this  uncertain 
chirography.  I  cannot  yet  allude  to  my  dear,  dead 
saint  without  terrible  agitation.  However,  to  return 
to  the  story  of  poor  Lucy  Andrews.  She  had  been 
coughing  all  winter  (indeed,  I  had  often  remarked  how 
ill  she  looked  to  Nelly,  who  used  to  make  her  beef-tea 
with  her  own  hands  during  her  last  illness),  so  that  it 
was  scarcely  a  surprise  to  me  when  I  finally  heard 
that  she  was  dying.  Well,  I  went  to  see  the  poor  girl. 
She  had  been  a  faithful,  hard-working  creature,  had 
sent  her  two  brothers  to  school  with  her  earnings,  and 
had  housed  an  unfortunate  but  repentant  Magdalen  for 
over  a  year,  and  reclaimed  her,  by  loving  persistency, 
from  the  ways  of  sin.  She  also  gave  in  many  small 
ways,  of  which  others  had  told  me,  for  she  was  very 

shy  and  retiring,  and  would  never  have  spoken  to  me 

. 
of  such  matters  on  her  own  account.     When  I  began 

to  question  her  about  her  religious  beliefs,  however,  I 
found,  to  my  consternation  and  grief,  that  this  poor 
creature  had  never  been  able  to  believe  in  the  Divinity 
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of  Christ,  except,  as  she  said  to  me,  that  He  was  nearer 
God  than  anyone  who  had  ever  lived.  All  night 
I  remained  with  her  in  prayer,  but,  struggle  as  she 
might,  she  could  not  seem  to  accept  this  vital  fact. 
Oh,  my  friend !  God  grant  that  you  may  never  be 
called  upon  to  witness  such  a  scene  !  She  would  cling 
to  my  hand  and  sob  piteously,  and  moan  aloud,  "  Oh, 
Bishop  !  Bishop  !  make  me  believe  it !  I  cannot !  I  can 
not  !  I  love  Him  !  I  have  always  tried  to  do  as  He 
said,  but  I  cannot  believe  that  He  was  God,  in  the 
way  you  tell  me  I  must  believe.  Oh,  Bishop  !  do  you 
think  that  my  soul  will  be  lost  if  1  can't  believe  it? 
Do  you  think  I  will  never  see  mother  and  my  dear 
Jack  again?"  (The  poor  girl  wras  here  alluding  to  her 
betrothed,  a  young  fellow  named  John  Newin.)  My 
friend,  what  could  I  say  ?  I  knew  that  except  through 
Christ  there  was  no  salvation.  The  words,  "Believe 
on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved," 
kept  rising  before  me.  I  repeated  them  to  her  again 
and  again.  It  was  useless.  She  expired  with  wild  cries, 
shrieking  that  she  loved  Him,  but  could  not  believe  in 
Him. 
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'  Think,  then,  my  sister,  of  what  you  may  be  doing 
for  the  young  souls  who  gather  about  you  every  Sabbath ; 
you  might  even  read  them  this  account  of  poor  Lucy, 
if  you  think  it  would  serve  to  impress  upon  them 
the  lesson  of  Christian  faith.  My  daughters  and  my 
self  join  in  sincere  thanks  for  the  delicious  bananas 
which  came  exquisitely  packed  in  the  gray  Southern 
moss.  How  beautiful  is  its  Indian  name,  "  the  curtains 
of  death!"  and  how  sombre  are  those  actual  curtains 
when  through  them  we  do  not  see  the  light  of  Christ 
shining  gloriously,  as  it  must  always  shine  for  true 
believers  ! 

'  Your  faithful  friend  and  brother, 

'  LIONEL  CAMMERSELL.' 

'A  very  striking,  noble  letter,'  said  Bransby,  folding 
it  and  returning  it  reverently  to  its  long  envelope. 
'That  last  figure  about  the  "curtains  of  death"  was 
most  powerful.  He  seems  to  be  a  man  of  imagination  as 
well  as  of  deep  religious  quality,  and  his  praise  must  be 
very  gratifying  to  you,  Lydia.  It  is  indeed  a  good  work 
that  you  have  been  doing.' 

VOL.  n.  16 
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'  I  try  to  give  my  widow's  mite,'  Mrs.  Crosdill  said 
deprecatingly.  '  It  is  all  I  have.  Ah,  Godfrey,  how 
I  should  like  to  do  for  Winifred  what  I  have  been 
doing  for  those  little  strangers !  I  have  not  yet  ques 
tioned  her  on  her  religious  belief,  but  from  her  way  of 
speaking  I  fear  she  is  in  outer  darkness,  to  a  great 
extent.  She  has  no  idea  of  reverence  whatever.  The 
other  day  I  found  her  teaching  her  pug  dog  how  to 
sit  up  on  a  volume  of  Taylor's  sermons.  But  about 
the  Bishop,  if  you  cared  to  see  him  !  He  passes 
by  here  soon,  on  his  way  to  Ashleigh,  where  you 
know  he  has  a  winter  home,  the  climate  of  his  own 
State  being  very  trying.  Suppose  you  were  to  ask 
him  to  stop  for  a  day  or  two  ?  I  think  that 
you  would  find  his  effect  upon  Eunice  truly  marvel 
lous — 

'  Er — if  you  would  let  me  show  her  his  letter,'  said 
Bransby,  somewhat  hesitatingly,  '  it  could  not  help 

striking  her ' 

'  Oh,  his  command  of  English  is  conceded  to  be  won 
derful,  by  everyone  who  hears  him  preach.  His  illus 
tration  and  simile  are  really  extraordinary.  He  might 
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even  be  persuaded  to  give  us  a  sermon,  if  he  stayed 
over  Sunday.  Of  course,  I  shall  only  be  too  de 
lighted  for  you  to  show  this  letter  to  Eunice.  It 
may  throw  a  more  favourable  light  upon  my  own 
character.' 

Here  she  turned  her  lips  inward  again,  and  stiffened 
the  muscles  of  her  throat  in  a  gesture  of  scornful  in 
difference. 

'  My  dear  Lydia,  I  am  sure  that  Eunice  has  a  very 
high  idea  of  your  admirable  qualities !'  exclaimed  Bransby 
nervously.  '  But,  of  course,  such  a  letter  could  but 
increase  your  most  ardent  admirer's  good  opinion  of  you. 
I  will  take  it  to  her  now.' 

'  Well,  I  pray  that  it  may  bring  forth  good  fruit, 
Godfrey,'  she  returned,  brushing  her  cold  cheek  aloog 
his  in  that  contact  which  to  them  represented  a  kiss. 
'  And  now  good-night,  as  I  shall  have  gone  when  you 
come  back.  Pray  slip  the  Bishop's  letter  under  my  door 
when  Eunice  has  read  it.' 

'  Yes;  good-night,'  said  Bransby.  '  I  hope  very  much 
that  he  can  come.  His  letter  is  certainly  most  powerful 
and  attractive.  I  will  let  you  know  at  breakfast  to- 
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morrow    about    inviting    him.      It    depends    only   upon 
Eunice's  health,  I  assure  you.' 

'  Good-night,'  repeated  Mrs.  Crosdill  briefly,  taking  no 
notice  of  his  last  remark,  except  by  a  slight  movement  of 
one  corner  of  her  mouth. 


XXIII. 

EUNICE  was  very  amiable  about  the  Bishop's  letter, 
commended  his  sympathy  with  Mrs.  Crosdill,  said  how 
sad  was  the  fate  of  Lucy  Andrews,  and  admitted  that 
the  figure  about  the  Indian  moss  was  calculated  to  im 
press  a  congregation  very  deeply.  She  agreed  at  once 
to  send  the  desired  invitation,  and  in  response  to  it 
Bishop  Cammersell  appeared  promptly  at  The  Poplars. 
When  he  entered  the  house  his  fair  skin  was  faintly 
reddened  by  his  drive  in  an  open  trap  through  the  sting 
ing  air,  and  his  large  violet,  benign  eyes  looked  out 
from  eyelashes  frosted  with  cold  moisture.  He  was 
very  tall  and  of  a  fragile  build,  and  had  white  curling 
hair,  which  grew  rather  long,  and  fell  about  his  face  in 
gentle  ecclesiastical  ringlets.  His  large,  rather  bone- 
lessly-modelled  nose  overdrooped  a  full  mouth  with 
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deeply-pointed  upper  lip,  the  other  melting  into  the 
curve  of  a  slightly  retreating  chin.  He  had  those 
long,  white,  easily  -  moving  hands  which  the  world 
somehow  associates  with  distinguished  Bishops,  and 
his  finely-modulated  voice  had  a  way  of  falling  softly 
at  the  end  of  his  sentences.  Mrs.  Crosdill  had  asked 
to  go  to  the  station  to  meet  him,  and  was  now  assisting 
him  to  remove  his  heavy  great-coat,  and  to  shake  the 
snow  from  his  hat.  Winifred,  in  her  best  frock,  with  a 
sheer  white  pinafore  over  it,  backed  slowly  down  the 
long  hall,  silently  comparing  the  real  Bishop  to  his  black 
and  white  likeness. 

It  struck  Eunice  that  she  had  never  seen  her  sister- 
in-law  so  animated.  There  was  a  bright  purplish  spot 
of  colour  under  her  prominent  eyes,  and  her  gestures 
seemed  suddenly  to  have  grown  more  natural  and 
vivacious. 

Lois,  a  pretty,  olive-eyed  dumpling,  sat  solemnly  in 
a  carved  chair  by  the  chimney-corner,  with  her  plump 
legs  straight  in  front  of  her,  and  a  Maltese  kitten 
grasped  firmly  by  the  throat. 

'  How  charming  this  great  round  hall  is,  with  its  big 
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fireplace  and  tapestry  curtains  !'  said  the  Bishop  genially. 
'  How  very  kind  of  you  to  ask  me  here,  Mrs.  Bransby ! 
Our  greatest  pleasures  always  come  unexpectedly.  Don't 
you  find  it  so  ?' 

'  Oh  yes — yes,  indeed  !  How  wonderfully  true  !'  ex 
claimed  Mrs.  Crosdill. 

Eunice  found  the  Bishop's  talk  much  more  natural  and 
attractive  than  his  letter-writing.  Watching  his  face 
when  Mrs.  Crosdill  addressed  him,  she  decided  that  her 
sister-in-law  sometimes  bored  him  with  her  enthusiastic 
acquiescence  in  his  least  remark. 

The  Bishop,  in  the  meanwhile,  was  charmed  with 
Eunice's  frail  loveliness  and  the  blossom-like  beauty 
of  her  two  children.  Bransby  also  seemed  to  him  very 
agreeable.  Altogether,  it  was  one  of  those  sudden  and 
congenial  intervals  in  a  petted  prelate's  existence. 

'  Well,  my  child,'  he  said,  addressing  Winifred  as  she 
ventured  to  approach,  clasping  a  small  tulle-arrayed  doll 
in  one  brown  little  hand,  'is  that  your  favourite  daughter, 
and  are  you  bringing  her  up  in  the  way  in  which  she 
should  go  ?' 

'  I  don't  know,'  said  Winifred.     '  She's  very  ill — she's 
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broke  her  leg.'  And  she  turned  her  child's  voluminous 
skirts  over  her  head,  displaying  a  pink  calico  nudity  and 
two  china  legs  in  painted  black  boots,  one  of  which  had 
been  broken  at  the  stout  ankle. 

Mrs.  Crosdill  suppressed  a  cry  of  shocked  modesty. 

'  Winifred  !  Winifred  !'  she  exclaimed  in  a  harsh 
whisper. 

But  the  Bishop,  taking  the  doll  into  his  own  hands, 
composed  her  ruffled  skirts,  and  said  that  the  best  thing 
in  the  world  for  a  broken  leg  was  to  have  the  severed  foot 
restored  to  it  by  a  strong  glue. 

'  Yes,  but  you  see  it's  lost,'  replied  Winifred  gloomily. 

'Then  make  one  of  sealing-wax,'  said  the  Bishop 
cheerily.  '  I've  often  done  that  for  my  little  girls.  Bring 
me  a  bit  of  black  sealing-wax  and  I  will  heal  your 
daughter  at  once.' 

'  Oh,  dear  Bishop  !  How  charming  of  you  !'  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Crosdill.  '  Winifred,  my  dear,  if  you  will  run  up  to 
my  room,  you  will  find  a  stick  of  black  sealing-wax  on 
my  writing-table.' 

Winifred  scampered  up  the  shallow  oak  stairway, 
which  opened  inviting  arms  just  opposite  the  hall  fire- 
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place,  and  soon  returned  with  the  sealing-wax.  Then 
the  others  gathered  around  while  the  Bishop  carefully 
modelled  an  impossible  foot  and  adjusted  it  to  the 
broken  ankle.  Only  Eunice  remained  quietly  in  her 
low  chair  near  the  fire,  her  eyes  upon  its  mellow  core, 
her  hands  twisting  a  little  glass  screen  framed  in  silver. 
She  felt  wearily  apart  from  all  this  orthodox  gaiety. 
Bishop  Cammersell  had  ordained  the  clergyman  who 
had  united  her  to  Bransby.  She  was  thinking  with 
great  bitterness  of  her  married  life.  It  seemed  more 
a  farce  than  usual  to  her  just  then.  She  felt  herself 
smiling. 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Bransby,'  said  the  Bishop,  rising  and 
coming  over  beside  her,  '  "  a  penny  for  your  thoughts," 
as  my  daughters  say  to  me.  You  were  evidently  recalling 
some  agreeable  reminiscence.' 

Eunice  decided  in  a  flash  that  the  Bishop  was  uncom 
prehending,  but  answered  simply  : 

'  I  am  very  glad  that  you  could  come,  Bishop,  but 
perhaps  the  drive  in  an  open  carriage  was  too  cold  for 
you.' 

'  Oh  no.     I  like  plenty  of  fresh  air,  and  Mrs.  Cros- 
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dill  almost  smothered  me  in  fur  robes.  How  very 
lovely  this  country  is  !  What  an  ideal  home  you  have 
here !' 

'  We  are  very  fond  of  it,'  said  Eunice.  '  My  husband 
bought  it  from  the  Nelsons,  and  remodelled  it  in  the 
colonial  style.  The  staircase  is  taken  bodily  from  an  old 
English  house  of  the  time  of  Charles  II.' 

'And  beautiful  it  is,  too!'  exclaimed  the  Bishop, 
putting  on  his  glasses  to  observe  the  carving  more 
minutely.  Then  he  started  up  with  an  exclamation. 
'  But  whose  photograph  is  that  ?  Surely — but  no — and 
yet  what  a  likeness  !  I  used  to  know  a  young  girl  so  like 
that — Barbara  Cabell — but — 

Eunice's  face  grew  vivid  in  a  heart-beat. 

'  It  is  Barbara  Cabell !'  she  exclaimed.  '  Only  she  is 
married.  Her  name  is  Dering  now — Barbara  Dering. 
Did  you  really  know  her  as  a  young  girl,  Bishop  ? — and 
did  you  think  her  as  lovely  then  as  she  is  now  ?' 

'  She  was  thinner,'  said  the  Bishop  reflectively,  '  and 
she  wore  her  hair  brushed  straight  back  from  her 
forehead.  She  is  more  beautiful  in  this  picture  than  I 
remember  her.' 
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Eunice  could  not  help  flashing  a  glance  at  Mrs. 
Crosdill,  whose  face  wore  a  look  of  sudden  disappro 
bation. 

'  You  have  not  mentioned  that  this  is  her  second 
marriage,'  she  observed  tartly. 

The  Bishop  started  visibly. 

'  You  see,  the  Bishop  and  I  agree  on  the  subject  of 
second  marriages,  Eunice.  There  is  something  savage 
and  unchristian  in  them — at  least  to  our  thinking.' 

'  I  cannot  realize  that  Barbara  Cabell  has  been  twice 
married,'  said  the  Bishop  slowly.  '  What  a  brilliant 
creature  she  was,  to  be  sure  !  As  vivid  and  untamed  as 
a  hawk,  but  wonderfully  intelligent !  I  liked  the  child. 
Others  found  much  fault  with  her,  I  know,  but  somehow 
my  heart  always  yearned  over  her.' 

Eunice  was  absorbing  these  remarks  with  a  full  and 
quiet  sense  of  the  sting  which  they  must  hold  for  her 
husband  and  sister-in-law. 

'  I  think  you  would  like  Barbara  far  better  than 
ever,  Bishop,'  she  said  naturally.  '  She  has  grown 
spiritually  and  mentally  almost  beyond  my  power  to 
describe.' 
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'  Indeed  !'  exclaimed  the  Bishop,  with  an  air  of  un 
feigned  delight. 

'  I  might  as  well  tell  you,  dear  Bishop,'  here  put  in  Mrs. 
Crosdill  feverishly,  '  that  my  brother  and  I  do  not  agree 
with  my  sister-in-law  in  this  opinion.  I,  for  example,  find 
that  Mrs.  Bering  is  very  unfeminine  in  many  ways,  and 
more  like  a  hawk  than  ever.' 

'  I  will  ask  Barbara  to  dinner,  and  the  Bishop  shall 
judge  for  himself,'  said  Eunice,  whereupon  Mrs.  Crosdill 
flushed  darkly,  but^made  no  further  remark. 


XXIV. 

BARBARA  and  Dering  (the  latter  had  just  returned  from 
New  York)  accepted  the  invitation  to  dinner,  and  Barbara 
had  a  lustrous,  gem-like  beauty  in  her  straight  gown  of 
white  with  its  bands  of  darkest  sable. 

Dering  paid  her  so  many  compliments  on  the  way 
over,  that  when  they  arrived  the  usual  clear  pallor  of 
her  face  was  overlaid  with  a  warm  flush.  The  nape 
of  her  firm  throat  shone  whitely  under  little  tendrils 
of  dark-red  hair.  Other  tendrils  escaped  and  floated 
back  over  the  band  of  pearls,  which  lost  itself  under  her 
heavy  coils.  There  was  a  knot  of  Parma  violets  at  her 
breast. 

The  good  Bishop,  who  w.as  as  capital  a  judge  of  beauty 
as  most  of  his  brothers,  was  enchanted. 

'  My  dear  child  !'  he  exclaimed,  enfolding  her  strong, 
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rose-tipped  hand  in  both  his  own  pale  ones.  '  How 
glad  I  am  to  see  you  looking  so  well  and  happy ! 
Your  charming  friend,  Mrs.  Bransby,  tells  me,  too, 
that  you  have  improved  as  much  in  soul  as  in  body 
during  all  these  years.  Ah,  .how  well  I  remember 
your  dear  mother !  You  have  her  eyes — the  same 
clear,  honest,  beautiful  eyes.  I  am  indeed  overjoyed 
to  see  you  again,  my  child,  and  under  such  happy  circum 
stances  !' 

'  Dear  Bishop,'  returned  Barbara,  in  her  rich,  cordial 
voice,  '  it  is  very  nice  of  you  to  take  such  an  interest  in 
me  !' 

She  pressed  his  hand  gratefully,  and  felt  herself  more 
drawn  to  this  simple,  kindly,  blue-eyed  priest  than  to  most 
others  of  his  cloth.  Bering,  from  a  distant  corner,  eyed 
him  critically. 

'  Oh  Lord  !  it's  another  of  those  spoilt  bishops  !'  he 
had  exclaimed  crossly,  when  Barbara  showed  him  Eunice's 
invitation.  '  For  Heaven's  sake.  Bab  darling,  say  you've 
got  a  finger-ache  or  something  !  Let's  stay  at  home. 
By  Jove  !  there's  no  bigger  bore  than  this  thing  of 
bishopolatry.' 
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But  she  had  persuaded  him  to  come,  drawing  in 
gloomiest  colours  a  picture  of  Mrs.  Grosdill,  and  appeal 
ing  to  his  Christian  charity  to  lighten  poor  Eunice's 
burden,  if  only  for  one  evening. 

She  and  Eunice  soon  fell  into  close  conversation,  while 
Mrs.  Crosdill,  a  little  apart,  worked  with  aggressive  con 
centration  at  her  conspicuously  ecclesiastical  embroidery, 
and  the  men  grouped  themselves  before  the  roaring 
hickory  fire — Bering  with  his  legs  firmly  planted,  one 
hand  pulling  at  his  short  moustache,  the  other  thrust 
deep  into  his  trousers-pocket ;  the  Bishop  sunk  into 
a  huge  leather  chair,  his  delicate  hands  dangling  tassel- 
like  from  either  of  his  arms ;  Bransby  standing  in 
an  attitude  of  hereditary  composure,  with  one  hand 
thrust  under  the  tails  of  his  rigidly  smart  evening 
coat. 

'  Now  about  our  missions,  Bishop,'  burst  forth  Bering 
suddenly.  '  Bransby  tells  me  you  are  interested  in 
missions.  I  was  talking  to  a  friend  the  other  day  — 
a  friend  who's  in  the  Senate  and  up  in  such  things — 
and  he  tells  me  that  nearly  all  the  troubles  in  China 
and  the  Hawaiian  Islands  have  been  occasioned  by  our 
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missionaries.  They  make  a  row  and  incite  the  natives 
to  rebel,  and  then  they  murder  some  authority  or  other, 
and  the  Government  sends  down  a  gunboat  and  bom 
bards  the  island.  I  must  say  that  I  agree  with  Law 
rence  Oliphant  in  thinking  that  one  thing's  awfully 
needed  nowadays,  and  that's  a  "  missionary  to  the  mis 
sionaries."  ' 

The  Bishop  hastened  to  answer. 

'  My  dear  sir !'  he  exclaimed,  '  if  the  world  had 
listened  to  such  tales,  where  would  our  religion  be 
now  ?  The  Government  often  exaggerates  at  the  ex 
pense  of  the  Church.  But,  then,  I  am  an  enthusiast  on 
the  subject  of  missionary  work.  I  may  express  myself 
too  warmly.' 

'  I  can't  help  thinking  that  missions,  being  the  truest 
sort  of  charity,  should  begin  at  home,'  said  Bering. 
'  But  then,  of  course,  I  don't  know  anything  really. 
Only  I  can't  help  rather  sympathizing  with  "  H.  H." 
in  her  feeling  about  the  Indians.  It  seems  to  me  that, 
after  the  shabby  way  in  which  we  have  treated  them, 
we  owe  them  all  our  missionaries  at  least.  I  have 
spent  some  time  in  the  West,  and  the  way  in  which 
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those  poor  devils I    beg  your   pardon,    sir! — but 

really,  the  way  those  poor  chaps  were  cheated  by 
the  Government  agents  was  infernal !  —  I  do  beg 
your  pardon !  It  always  makes  my  blood  boil  so  to 
think  of  it  that  I  don't  seem  to  be  able  to  choose  my 
words.' 

'  Indeed,  you  are  most  excusable.  I  can  quite  com 
prehend  your  feelings,'  said  the  Bishop  pleasantly, 
'  but  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  your  generous  en 
thusiasm  is  somewhat  wasted  on  those  savage  outcasts.' 
'  In  my  opinion,'  said  Bransby  slowly,  '  the  Indian  is  a 
low,  treacherous,  unredeemable  being,  who  should  be 
exterminated  as  soon  as  possible.' 

'  Ah,  no,  my  friend,  I  cannot  say  that  I  endorse  that 
view  of  the  subject,'  objected  the  Bishop.  '  They  are 
certainly  discouraging  subjects  for  regeneration,  but 
some  noble  work  is  being  done  among  them.  However, 
I  understand  very  well  Mr.  Dering's  feeling  about  the 
need  of  missions  nearer  home.  You  will  remember,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Crosdill,  that  letter  I  wrote  you  about  poor 
Lucy  Andrews.  Surely  that  was  a  case  for  earnest 
.missionary  work.' 

VOL.  II.  17 
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'  Ah,  yes,  indeed  !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Crosdill.  '  That 
was  terrible,  terrible  !  I  woke  with  a  start  only  last 
night,  haunted  by  your  graphic  description  of  that 
poor  girl's  cries.  What  a  tragedy  !  A  noble  soul  like 
that  lost  for  ever  from  the  mere  lack  of  proper  spiritual 
training  !' 

'  What  was  this  sad  story,  Bishop  ?'  asked  Barbara, 
coining  suddenly  forward,  her  lips  parted  in  that  eager 
forgetfulness  of  self  which  to  some  people  made  her 
face  so  irresistible.  At  her  request,  the  Bishop  repeated 
the  sorrowful  end  of  Lucy  Andrews.  As  he  went  on, 
a  look  [of  suppressed  excitement  gathered  in  Barbara's 
wide  eyes,  and  when  he  had  finished  speaking  she  ex 
claimed  : 

'  But  surely,  Bishop,  you  didn't  let  the  poor  girl  die  in 
the  belief  that  she  was  going  to  everlasting  torment  ?' 

The  Bishop,  sharply  astonished,  paused  a  moment 
before  replying. 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Bering,'  he  then  said,  '  the  idea  cannot 
be  more  'painful  to  you  than  it  was  to  me ;  but  what 
alternative  was  there  ?  Soothing  equivocations  are  not 
to  be  spoken  in  the  room  of  death.' 
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'  Is  it  possible,'  said  Barbara,  a  sort  of  horror  welling 
into  her  face  as  she  spoke — '  is  it  possible  that  you 
really  believe  she  went  to  hell — such  a  good,  dear,  loving 
soul  as  you  describe  her  to  have  been  !— just  because 
something  in  her  mind  could  not  accept  the  letter  of  the 
law?' 

'  And  pray,  my  dear  Mrs.  Bering,  what  would  you 
have  done  in  my  place,  had  you  been  a  Bishop?'  he 
demanded  loudly,  whereat  a  faint  titter  was  heard  to 
come  from  behind  Mrs.  Crosdill's  embroidery-frame,  and 
Bransby  shifted  his  position  a  little  uneasily. 

'  I  should  have  told  her  that  God  is  love  !'  cried 
Barbara,  her  face  glowing.  '  I  should  have  said  to  her, 
"  Poor  child,  whether  you  can  believe  these  details  or 
not,  do  you  think  that  God  will  be  less  merciful  to  you 
than  men?  It  is  with  the  heart  that  man  believeth 
unto  righteousness — with  the  heart  that  we  love."  And 
"  love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  law."  If  she  loved  the 
Saviour,  she  believed  in  Him  in  the  deepest  sense  of 
the  word.  I  heard  a  sermon  once  by  a  Lutheran 
preacher,  and  he  said  such  a  good  thing  about  that. 
"  When  you  say  that  you  believe  in  a  man,"  he  said, 
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"in  Emerson,  for  instance,  do  you  mean  to  say  that 
you  believe  that  his  mother  was  a  Miss  So-and-so,  or 
his  father  a  lawyer  in  a  particular  town  at  the  time  of 
his  birth,  or  that  he  was  born  on  a  certain  day  of  a 
certain  year  ?  No  !  You  mean  that  you  believe  in  his 
teachings,  his  philosophy,  his  theory  of  life — in  a  word, 
you  believe  in  a  man,  not  in  the  details  of  his  birth  ; 
and  if  you  believe  in  the  words  of  Christ  and  try  to 
do  His  will  and  love  His  beautiful  personality,  you 
believe  in  Him,  far  more  worthily  than  any  orthodox 
Christian  who  accepts  every  historical  detail  relating  to 
His  appearance  among  men  and  yet  hardens  his  heart  to 
his  fellows  !" 

As  Barbara  spoke  her  face  got  paler  and  paler  until 
it  shone  with  a  sort  of  white  radiance  from  within.  The 
Bishop,  who,  although  undeniably  rather  vain  and  over- 
petted,  had  a  kind  heart  and  a  very  clear  sense  of 
justice,  had  come  to  the  conclusion,  during  Barbara's 
little  speech,  that  her  fervour  was  prompted  by  real 
enthusiasm,  not  by  a  perverse  desire  to  oppose  her  un 
conventional  ideas  to  his  orthodox  teachings.  He  said 
with  gentleness,  after  a  slight  pause  : 
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'  Well,  my  dear,  you  must  remember  that  I  am  an 
Episcopal  Bishop.  "  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  thou  shalt  be  saved  " — that  is  what  I  am  ordained 
to  preach  at  all  costs,  even  though  my  soul  is  torn  with 
pain  in  so  preaching.' 

Barbara  came  nearer,  and  finally  seated  herself  on  a 
low  chair  near  the  Bishop's,  so  that  her  attitude  had  in 
it  something  childlike  and  winning. 

'  But,  dear  Bishop,'  she  said,  when  he  had  stopped 
speaking,  '  if  to  love  God  with  one's  whole  being  and 
one's  neighbour  as  one's  self  are  the  foundation-stones 
on  which  rest  all  the  law  and  the  prophets,  surely,  surely, 
this  poor  Lucy,  who  told  you  over  and  over  how  she 
loved  the  Saviour,  and  who  had  loved  a  poor  sinning 
outcast  as  herself — surely,  because  she  could  not  believe 
in  the  orthodox  sense  of  the  word,  you  do  not  think  her 
soul  lost  for  ever  ?' 

1  My  child,'  returned  the  Bishop,  '  I  appreciate  the 
loving-kindness  of  your  own  heart,  which  prompts  you 
to  plead  so  eloquently  for  this  poor  girl.  But  God's  ways 
are  past  finding  out.  She  died  in  unbelief.  The  Church 
has  but  one  opinion  for  those  who  die  in  that  manner.' 
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'  God  is  love,'  said  Barbara;  'love  forgives,  for  ever 
and  ever." 

'  And  yet,  my  dear,  there  is  an  unpardonable  sin.' 

1  Ah,  yes !'  exclaimed  Barbara,  starting  to  her  feet. 
1  I  have  always  thought  that  the  unpardonable  sin  was 
the  belief  that  there  was  any  sin  which  God's  love  would 
not  pardon.' 

'  My  child  !  my  child  !'  said  the  bishop  warningly ; 
'  take  care  that  your  mercy-loving  and  enthusiastic 
nature  does  not  carry  you  into  great  error.  Works 
without  faith  cannot  avail — rather,  they  have  the  nature 
of  sin,  as  it  is  said  in  the  thirteenth  article  of  our  religion 
— because  of  the  very  fact  that  they  are  done  without 
true  piety ;  that  is,  without  belief  in  the  divinity  of  our 
Lord.' 

'  But  surely  right  is  right,  and  wrong  is  wrong, 
Bishop,  no  matter  who  does  either.  If  a  man  who  had 
been  a  thief  all  his  life  were  to  restore  a  jewel  that  he 
had  stolen,  that  one  act  would  remain  righteous,  even 
though  he  were  to  go  on  stealing  jewels  the  next  day. 
And  although  a  man  were  an  orthodox  believer  and 
the  most  rigid  of  Christians,  as  far  as  faith  went,  and 
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yet  were  to  kill  his  brother,  the  crime  would  remain 
a  crime.  Would  it  not  ?  There  are  so  many  things 
which  hurt  me  in  our  religion — things  which  seem 
to  me  so  wrong,  which  I  cannot  admire  or  respect. 
Now,  for  instance,  in  our  little  church  here  in  this 
neighbourhood  there  are  some  tables  on  which  the 
Commandments  are  written,  and  every  child  or  poor 
ignorant  person  can  spell  out  for  themselves  every 
Sunday  the  terrible  words,  "  For  I  the  Lord  thy  God 
am  a  jealous  God,  and  visit  the  sins  of  the  fathers 
upon  the  children,  unto  the  third  and  fourth  genera 
tion."  Yet  who  would  ever  think  of  setting  up  the 
tables  inscribed  with  God's  own  contradiction  of  those 
words? — that  eighteenth  chapter  of  Ezekiel,  which  so 
few  seem  to  know.  I  would  give  such  a  set  of  tables, 
oh,  so  willingly !  and  yet  I  am  sure  that  I  should  not 
be  permitted  to  do  it.  Wait  till  I  get  Eunice's  Bible 
and  show  you  the  verses  which  I  would  select.'  She 
brought  the  book,  and  read  eagerly  :  '  "  Yet  say  ye,  Why? 
doth  not  the  son  bear  the  iniquity  of  the  father? 
When  the  son  hath  done  that  which  is  lawful  and 
right,  and  hath  kept  all  my  statutes,  and  hath  done 
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them,  be  shall  surely  live.  The  soul  that  sinneth,  it 
shall  die.  The  son  shall  not  bear  the  iniquity  of  the 
father,  neither  shall  the  father  bear  the  iniquity  of  the 
son  :  the  righteousness  of  the  righteous  shall  be  upon 
him,  and  the  wickedness  of  the  wicked  shall  be  upon 
him.  But  if  the  wicked  will  turn  from  all  his  sins 
that  he  hath  committed,  and  keep  all  My  statutes,  and 
do  that  which  is  lawful  and  right,  he  shall  surely  live, 
he  shall  not  die.  All  his  transgressions  that  he  hath 
committed,  they  shall  not  be  mentioned  unto  him :  in 
his  righteousness  that  he  hath  done  he  shall  live. 
Have  I  any  pleasure  at  all  that  the  wicked  should  die  ? 
saith  the  Lord  God  :  and  not  that  he  should  return  from 
his  ways  and  live?''  Ah,  dear  Bishop!'  she  ended, 
clasping  her  hands  over  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  turning 
an  eager  face  up  to  his,  which  was  very  puzzled  and 
solemn,  '  do  let  me  give  a  set  of  tables  with  those  words 
on  it  to  some  church  in  your  diocese.  I  have  so  longed 
to  do  it.  Please,  please  say  yes  !' 

The  Bishop  looked  as  he  felt,  decidedly  upset  and  un 
comfortable. 

'  We  shall  see  !     We  shall  see  !'  he  murmured,  letting 
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his  eyes  rove  about,  as  though  for  some  object  which 
would,  suggest  a  simile  that  might  tide  him  over  this 
direct  and  embarrassing  appeal.  '  Such  a  question 
could  not  be  decided  at  once.  It's  a  very  serious 
matter — more  so  than  you  think,  my  dear.  Such 
tables  would  offend  many  people,  and  be  sure  to  wound 
the  consciences  of  the  weak  brethren.  But  I  shall 
reflect  upon  it,  my  dear.  I  shall  certainly  reflect 
upon  it.' 

Here  Uncle  Amos,  appearing  between  the  heavy 
tapestry  portieres  which  filled  the  great  arch  between  the 
first  and  middle  halls,  said  pompously  : 

'  Dinner's  purnounced,  Miss  Eunice.' 


XXV. 

DUKING  dinner,  Barbara,  having  seen  that  the  feathers 
of  the  worthy  Bishop's  soul  were  somewhat  disturbed 
by  her  eagerness,  brought  all  her  tact  to  the  task  of 
soothing  them  again.  She  won  him  to  relate  his  most 
impressive  anecdotes,  appealed  to  him  on  literary  matters, 
and  delighted  him  by  her  description  of  a  clever  little 
niece  of  Martha  Ellen's,  who  was  only  six  years  old,  and 
who  could  repeat,  by  heart  and  with  fluency,  the  second 
chapter  of  St.  Matthew.  Eunice  could  not  decide 
whether  the  Bishop  was  conscious  of  the  effect  which  his 
evident  pleasure  in  Barbara's  bright  talk  was  producing 
upon  Mrs.  Crosdill.  That  lady  bridled,  smiled  now  and 
then  to  herself  with  demure  bitterness,  and  tapped  her 
chest  with  a  show  of  absent-mindedness  which  clearly 
denoted  her  inward  irritation. 


BARBARA  DERING  43 

Bransby  and  Bering  were  discussing  the  race  question, 
so  Eunice  was  at  liberty  to  observe  quietly  all  that 
passed,  while  she  arranged  a  saucer  of  jelly  for  Win, 
who  had  been  allowed  to  come  down  to  dessert,  and 
who  was  delightfully  prim  and  self-important  in  a  short- 
waisted  white  muslin  frock  tied  with  a  pink  ribbon,  and 
wearing  a  little  mob-cap  on  her  dark  curls.  Having 
scraped  up  the  last  spoonful  of  the  wine-sauce,  which 
was  served  with  the  jelly,  she  said  to  her  mother  in  a 
discreet  whisper : 

1  Mother  dear,  I  feel  funny  in  my  knees,  but  it's  very 
cheerful. ' 

Eunice  smiled  and  nodded  over  the  orange  which  she 
was  peeling. 

Presently  Win  whispered  again  : 

'  I  think  Aunt  Lydia's  crosser  'n  usually  'cause  the 
Bishop's  preachin'  his  whole  sermon  to  Barbara.' 

Eunice  could  not  help  smiling  again,  but  touched 
her  lips  with  her  finger  in  a  pantomime  of  the  worn 
saw  about  children  being  seen  and  not  heard.  As  the 
conversation  grew  more  animated,  however,  Winifred 
urged : 
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1  I  just  must  tell  you  this,  mother  :  I  do  think  the 
Bishop's  a  little  unpolite  'bout  takin'  the  best  things. 
He  always  took  the  best  piece  of  celery,  and  now  he's 
tooken  the  biggest  banana.  Do  you  think  God  will 
punish  me  for  thinking  His  Bishop  a  little  teeny  weeny 
bit  greedy?' 

'  Hush,  Win,'  said  Eunice  gravely,  though  she  had 
more  desire  than  ever  to  smile.  '  You  are  getting 
saucy.  You  must  try  to  get  over  that  way  you  have 
of  criticising  older  people.  It's  very  improper  in  a  little 
girl.' 

'  But,  mother  dear,  isn't  the  truth  as  truly  true  when 
a  little  girl  thinks  it  'bout  a  bishop  as  when  a  bishop 
thinks  it  'bout  a  little  girl  ?' 

'  Yes ;  but  it's  the  Bishop's  duty  to  tell  little  girls 
their  faults,  while  it  would  only  be  disrespectful  if  little 
girls  told  bishops  what  they  thought  were  their  faults.' 

'  Well,  is  it  disrespectful  if  I  can't  help  liking  Barbara's 
husban'  better,  and  he  ain't  a  bishop  ?' 

'  No ;  that's  no  harm.  But  hush,  dear,  you're  talking 
too  much.' 

Win    began    to   eat   her   orange    section    by   section, 
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plunging  her  little  crimped  teeth  into  the  clear  yellow 
fibres,  and  curling  her  red  lips  away  from  contact  with 
the  stinging  juice.  As  she  ate  each  division  she  placed 
the  seed,  with  the  dainty  deliberation  peculiar  to  her, 
along  the  edge  of  her  plate.  The  Bishop,  happening  to 
glance  up,  watched  this  operation  with  the  sympathetic 
smile  of  a  somewhat  sentimental  father. 

'  Was  it  not  a  sweet  thought  of  our  heavenly  Father 
to  make  such  delicious  fruit  for  us  all  to  enjoy,  my 
child  ?'  he  asked  at  last. 

Win  ga/ed  frankly  at  him  over  her  last  bit  of 
orange. 

'  But  He  made  poison-berries  an'  things,  too,'  she 
replied  abruptly.  '  Why  do  you  reckon  He  did,  sir  ?' 

'  They  are  not  poisonous  to  the  birds  of  the  air,  who 
live  upon  them,  my  dear.' 

'  Well,  parsley  kills  parrots,'  said  Win.  '  'Cause  we 
had  a  parrot,  and  it  ate  it,  and  then  it  died  in  a  hurry. 
But  of  course  I  know  "He  doeth  all  things  well,."  sir,' 
she  hastened  to  add,  fearing  she  was  being  disrespect 
ful,  and  noting,  besides,  with  a  child's  quick  intuition, 
the  cloud  of  annoyance  that  was  gathering  on  the 
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Bishop's  brows  and  the  anger  brewing  in  the  eyes  of 
her  aunt. 

When  Barbara  and  Bering  were  once  more  in  their 
snug  brougham  on  their  way  home,  he  suddenly 
caught  her  to  him  and  laced  her  arms  close  about 
his  throat. 

'  There  !  for  Heaven's  sake  let  me  feel  the  contact 
of  something  warm,  reviving,  human  !  I've  been  talking 
abstractions  with  that  lump  of  frozen  dough,  Bransby, 
until  my  marrow  feels  about  to  congeal  !  Your  lips, 
Barbara,  before  I  turn  into  marble,  like  the  chap  in  the 
"  Arabian  Nights."  ! 

Outside,  the  fields  were  smooth  with  snow  and  the 
sky  like  the  inside  of  an  onyx  globe,  set  with  sharp, 
many-coloured  diamonds.  It  was  very  cold,  and  the 
window-panes  were  soon  frosted  with  their  breath. 

Bering  laughed,  and  wrote  Barbara's  name  with  his 
finger  upon  the  blurred  glass. 

'  There  !  that's  typical.  I  always  see  the  world 
through  that  medium  !'  And  again  he  kissed  her. 

'  But  how  terrible  for  poor  Eunice  to  be  shut  up  in 
that  country-house  all  winter  with  Bransby  and  his 
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sister  !'  said  Barbara  after  awhile.  '  She  is  a  goddess  of 
patience.  I  couldn't  stand  it.' 

'You!'  Bering  laughed  at  the  idea.  'I  can  fancy 
you  giving  that  would-be  Mrs.  Bishop  a  piece  of  your 
mind.  What  a  terror  she  is — worse  than  the  man  !  But 
I  like  Eunice  much  better  than  I  ever  did.' 

Barbara  was  delighted,  and  put  her  left  hand  upon 
his,  in  which  her  right  was  already  clasped. 

'  How  glad  I  am  !'  she  exclaimed.  '  She  is  a  wonder, 
but  so  quiet  that  most  people  don't  understand  her, 
and  are  apt  to  think  her  weak.  She  has  always  liked 
you.' 

Bering  could  not  help  grinning  a  little  as  he 
answered  : 

'  She  has  a  great  variety  of  tastes.  She  must  have  a 
genius  for  adapting  herself  to  different  characters,  if  she 
likes  me  and  Bransby  at  the  same  time.' 

'  Oh,  Jock  !  You  must  see,  you  must  feel '  began 

Barbara,  and  then  stopped,  afraid  of  being  disloyal  to 
her  friend.  '  Eunice  was  so  very,  very  young  when  she 
was  married,'  she  added  hastily. 

'  Poor   soul !'  exclaimed   Bering.     Then,  taking  Bar- 
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bara's  face  between  his  hands,  he  rested  his  lips  upon 
hers  in  a  long,  complete  kiss  of  quiet  intensity.  '  There  !' 
he  said,  as  he  lifted  his  head.  '  Just  to  think  that  she 
has  never  been  kissed  like  that  in  all  her  eleven  years  of 
marriage !  What  a  shame !  And  such  an  adorable 
mouth  as  she  has,  too  !' 

Barbara  smiled  back  into  his  half-mischievous  eyes, 
then,  with  a  contented  sigh,  settled  herself  comfortably 
against  his  side  and  rested  her  head  upon  his  breast. 
He  had  never  seemed  to  her  so  charming,  so  much  a 
man,  as  thus  contrasted  with  the  pale  and  emotionless 
Bransby.  The  movement  of  the  firm  muscles  in  his 
arm,  as  he  searched  for  his  match-box  to  light  a 
cigarette,  pleased  her  woman's  pride  in  strength.  She 
could  not  understand  at  all  how  Eunice,  even  as  a  very 
young  girl,  could  have  fancied  Bransby,  with  his  dapper, 
incapable  little  figure,  his  smooth  pale  hair,  his  neat 
beard,  cut  exactly  in  a  point,  his  great  light-brown  eyes, 
and  thin,  colourless  lips.  She  thought  of  his  tiny  hands 
and  feet  with  a  sensation  of  physical  revulsion.  Even 
that  fierce  cruelty  which  is  so  often  an  excrescence  of 
strength  was  more  acceptable  to  her  than  the  frigid, 
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sexless  calm  of  Bransby's  conjugal  manner.  She  re 
called  Mommsen's  saying,  that  '  there  is  no  genius 
without  passion,'  and  agreed  with  it  vehemently.  At 
least  Dering,  with  all  his  faults,  was  powerful,  respon 
sive,  full  of  varied  fire,  and  never  roused  in  her  that 
sense  of  mental  nausea  which  she  felt  convinced  must 
have  sometimes  overpowered  Eunice  in  the  presence  of 
Bransby's  tepid  platitudes  about  heaven,  life,  and  duty, 
all  three  of  which  he  could  only  know  as  quotations 
from  highly  orthodox  and  conventional  volumes.  He 
himself  reminded  her  of  a  paragraph  from  a  religious 
novel.  This  last  fancy  made  her  laugh  out  and  press 
her  head  with  a  childishly  affectionate  gesture  against 
Dering's  shoulder,  kissing  the  stuff  of  his  coat  as  she 
did  so. 

'  Darling !'  he  said,  charmed.  '  But  why  did  you 
laugh  ?  What  were  you  thinking  of  ?' 

She  told  him,  and  they  were  merry  at  Bransby's 
pious  expense  for  some  moments.  The  glare  from  the 
moonlit  snow  glimmering  in  at  the  carriage  windows 
lighted  up  their  faces  with  a  pale  glow,  and  they  could 
see  each  other's  white  teeth  flashing,  gaily.  A  sense 
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of  youth  and  vigour  stirred  them  both.  They  grasped 
each  other's  hands  so  eagerly  that  it  was  almost  painful, 
and  gazed  at  the  windows,  from  which  they  brushed 
the  moisture  now  and  then,  with  that  excitement  in 
detail  which  possesses  two  children  who  are  traversing  a 
strange  country. 

'  How  dim  and  blue  the  hills  are  !  and  how  they 
melt  into  the  sky  !'  said  Barbara.  '  I  feel  so  strong 
and  gay — just  as  though  I  could  take  your  hand  and 
run  over  that  bright  snow  for  hours,  without  feeling 
tired.  Brr  !  What  •  an  odious  dinner  it  was  !  How 
dreadful  most  ecclesiastical  anecdotes  are ! — don't  you 
think  so?' 

'Yes;  the  Bishop  was  much  better  than  his  stories,' 
admitted  Bering  slowly,  hindered  from  responding 
wholly  to  her  gaiety  by  that  sudden  feeling  of  religious 
conventionality  which  sometimes  overwhelmed  him. 
He  allowed  himself  a  certain  license  now  and  then  in 
speaking  of  the  clergy,  but  resented  it  in  others,  even  in 
Barbara.  It  was  the  same  feeling  that  makes  mothers 
ready  to  punish  their  children  themselves,  while  they 
get  angry  with  anyone  else  who  attempts  to  do  so. 
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Barbara  was  too  happy  and  gay  to-uight,  however, 
to  notice  the  negative  tone  in  his  voice,  and  went  on 
eagerly : 

'  How  beautiful  it  is  !  How  I  love  these  rolling  fields 
all  swathed  in  snow !  They  are  like  the  breasts  of 
Titanesses,  with  a  red  streak  here  and  there  that  looks 
like  blood.' 

'  Oh !  oh  !'  cried  Dering,  in  a  shocked  tone.  '  What 
would  Bransby  say  if  he  could  hear  you?  What  an 
immodest  simile  !  How  lacking  in  all  womanly  refine 
ment  !' 

And  again  they  laughed  gaily. 

'  I'll  tell  you  what,'  said  Dering,  after  a  moment  or 
two  :  '  Mrs.  Crosdill  is  setting  that  hideous  widow's  cap 
of  hers  for  the  blue-eyed  Bishop.  She'll  marry  him, 
too  !' 

'  Oh,  Jock  !  do  you  think  so  ?  I  fancy  she  bores  him. 
And  then  with  their  horror  of  second  marriages ' 

'  Horror  of  fiddlesticks  !'  retorted  Dering.  '  They'll 
put  it  on  a  high  moral  and  religious  platform.  You  see 
if  they  don't !  She  will  marry  him  to  be  a  mother  to  his 
— nine  daughters  did  he  say  ?' 
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'  And  he  ?'  asked  Barbara.  '  What  will  he  marry  her 
for?' 

'  Oh,  I  dare  say  he'll  suddenly  become  convinced  of 
the  positive  command  in  that  verse,  "  A  bishop  must  be 
the  husband  of  one  wife."  You  know  there  are  people 
who  take  it  that  way.' 

'  How  glad  I  am  that  you  are  not  a  bishop  !'  Barbara 
exclaimed  frivolously.  '  I  couldn't  help  feeling  as  if  it 
were  a  sort  of  religious  ceremony  whenever  you  kissed 
me." 

Their  moods  were  mutually  sympathetic  to-night.  To 
Dering  she  seemed  perfection,  in  her  simple  white 
gown  with  the  little  furze  of  red-gold  strands  outlining 
her  fine  head.  The  violets  at  her  breast  gave  forth  a 
languid  perfume,  and  the  high  collar  of  fur  on  her 
cloak  accentuated  the  smooth  clearness  of  her  face. 
Her  voice,  rich  and  low,  thrilled  him  as  though  he 
had  heard  it  for  the  first  time.  He  was  more  thoroughly 
in  love  with  her  than  he  had  ever  been,  and  ven 
tured  to  kiss  her  throat  with  something  of  a  lover's 
timidity. 

She  felt  nearer  to  him  than  she  had  for  a  long  time. 
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That  air  of  husbandly  assurance  which  she  resented  had 
entirely  disappeared.  They  went  to  the  music-room  on 
reaching  home,  and  Bering  lay  on  the  rug  before  the  fire 
and  smoked,  while  she  played  softly  the  different  odds 
and  ends  that  he  loved  best. 

After  awhile  she  stopped,  and,  coming  over  beside" 
him,  said  : 

'  A  penny,  Jocko  !  I  can  almost  hear  your 
thoughts.' 

'  I  was  thinking,'  said  Dering  slowly,  '  what  hard  luck 
it  is  that  everyone  isn't  as  happy  as  I  am.  And  then  I 
was  trying  to  realize  that  there  were  people  to-night 
who,  in  addition  to  mental  suffering,  were  cold  and 
hungry.  It  seerns  hideous.' 

'  It  is  hideous,'  said  Barbara.  '  Sometimes  I  wonder 
so  about  it  all.  I  would  be  so  willing  to  give  all  I  had 
to  the  poor,  if  I  really  thought  that  it  would  be  anything 
but  a  penny  dropped  in  mid-ocean.  How  I  should  love 
to  see  you  a  great  philanthropist,  darling !  I  have  so 
often  thought  that  a  great  work  lay  before  you  in  that 
line.' 

1  How  strange  !'  exclaimed  Dering,  lifting  himself  upon 
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his  elbow  and  looking  at  her  curiously.     '  Gad,  you  are 
a  witch — you  wonder  !' 

'  Is  that  what  you  have  been  thinking  of  ?'  asked 
.Barbara  tenderly.  Then  she  looked  at  him  with  her 
deep,  loving  eyes,  and,  resting  one  hand  on  his  thick 
"hair,  said  in  a  low  voice  :  '  If  you  could  think  out 
some  plans  for  lessening  poverty  and  vice,  I  would 
be  willing  to  give  up  everything  and  help  you  in 
your  work.  I  mean  even  if  you  wished  to  live  with 
the  working  classes,  as  Felix  Holt  did.  Only  ' — she 
paused,  and  then  went  on  seriously—'  I  don't  believe 
in  equality  any  more  than  I  would  love  a  world  that 
is  one  vast  level.  There  must  be  valleys  and  moun 
tains  in  human  nature,  as  well  as  in  landscapes. 
People  are  happier  for  looking  up.  What  I  long  for 
is  that  everyone  should  have  the  blessing  of  happy 
work  and  ample  earning.  But  that  idea  of  living  in 
.droves  is  horrible  to  me.  It  would  make  of  life  one 
vast  American  hotel.  I  don't  think  anyone  who  had  a 
touch  of  the  artist  in  him  could  ever  have  imagined 
such  a  system.  The  very  monotony  of  it  would  pall 
on  one.  I  really  think  I'd  rather  be  a  jolly  tramp, 
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with  a  certain  amount  of  exciting  doubt  as  to  how  I 
should  get  my  dinner,  and  where  I  should  sleep  that 
night.' 

Bering  smiled,  and,  taking  her  hand  from  his  hair, 
pressed  its  palm  against  his  lips  a  little  absently. 

'  "  The  destruction  of  the  poor  is  their  poverty,"  '  he 
said  at  last.  '  Of  that  I  am  convinced.  But  how  to  help 
it — how  to  help  it !' 

He  was  silent  again,  and  sat  gazing  into  the  flameless 
fire. 

'  Do  you  think  of  making  it  a  life-work,  dearest  ?'  she 
asked,  after  some  moments.  '  How  happy  that  would 
make  me  !'  Her  face  lighted  up.  '  Oh,  Jock,  how 
happy  we  should  be  if  you  thought  of  that !'  she  cried 
again.  '  I  would  be  with  you  in  everything — even  in  the 
most  quixotic  things  that  you  might  do.  If  you  were 
to  give  away  all  our  money,  you  would  never  hear  me 
murmur.' 

Bering  looked  at  her  with  a  rare  moisture  in  his 
eyes. 

'  Oh,  Barbara,'  he  said,  '  if  that  poor  devil  Lydgate, 
in  "  Middlemarch,"  had  had  a  wife  like  you  !  It  seems 
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to  me  that  you  are  the  only  entirely  comprehending 
woman  I  ever  knew.  I  am  sure  you  are  the  only  woman 
who  never  has  any  petty  jealousies.' 

'  I  could  not  care  for  anyone  unless  I  had  absolute 
faith  in  him,'  she  said  proudly.  '  Women  who  weep 
or  make  scenes  because  their  husbands  unexpectedly 
spend  a  night  away  from  home  are  beyond  my  compre 
hension.  Either  I  believe  in  my  husband  or  I  do  not. 
If  I  believe  in  him,  surely  there  is  no  need  of  watching 
him  and  making  his  life  a  burden,  by  requiring  from  him 
an  account  of  every  moment  he  has  spent  away  from  me. 
If  I  don't  believe  in  him,  what  difference  does  anything 
else  make  ?' 

'  You  dear,  big-hearted,  big-minded,  big-souled  darling  !' 
exclaimed  Dering.  He  knelt  up  and  put  both  arms 
about  her.  '  You  have  forgiven  me  entirely,  haven't 
you,  dearest  ?'  he  whispered. 

'  Oh,  my  dear  !  how  can  you  ask  ?' 

She  kissed  his  eyes  and  forehead,  and  stroked  lovingly 
his  boyish  curls. 

Suddenly  they  discovered  that  they  were  hungry,  and 
Dering  suggested  that  they  should  go  to  the  store-room 
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and  see  if  there  were  anything  to  eat.  These  midnight 
raids  on  the  larder  they  found  delightful,  and  often 
chattered  over  an  impromptu  feast  of  this  sort  until 
nearly  one  o'clock.  Barbara  now  lighted  one  of  the  tall 
silver  candlesticks  that  stood  on  the  piano,  and  they 
went  through  the  dining-room  and  opened  the  door  into 
the  little  arched  way  which  led  to  the  store-room.  As 
soon  as  they  passed  out,  a  gust  of  wind  whipped  the 
candle-flame  down  to  a  blue  fleck,  and  the  dogs  began  to 
bark  angrily.  Barbara  held  her  skirts  nervously  about 
her,  while  Dering  tried  to  fit  the  key  into  the  lock.  She 
dreaded  that  sudden,  panting  rush  of  the  dogs,  which 
always  made  her  heart  jump  so  foolishly. 

At  last  they  got  the  store-room  door  open,  before  the 
dogs  reached  them,  and  were  at  once  enveloped  in  that 
peculiar  musty  odour  of  cheese,  apples,  jam,  bread, 
potatoes,  meal,  cold  meat,  which  pervades  all  store 
rooms.  Then  Barbara  held  the  candle  while  Dering 
scrambled  upon  a  flour-barrel  and  investigated  the  top 
shelf.  He  found  a  huge  rosy  pear,  handed  it  down 
to  her,  and  at  once  she  thrust  her  teeth  deep  into 
the  juicy  flesh,  with  a  little  cry  of  pleasure,  dancing 
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about    with     her     mouth    full,    like    a    merry    school- 

* 

girl. 

Bering,  from  his  perch  on  the  flour-barrel,  gravely 
admonished  her. 

'  You,  "  a  wife  and  a  mother,''  as  the  novels  put  it,  to 
be  capering  about  like  a  madcap  !  What  would  your 
last  admirer,  the  Bishop,  say?  Cease,  cease,  I 'beseech 
you,  madam,  this  unseemly  conduct,  and  have  the  grace 
to  leave  me  as  much  of  that  pear  as  Eve  left  Adam  of 
the  apple.' 

'  Here,  you  can  have  all  the  rest  !'  cried  Barbara, 
holding  up  the  closely-nibbled  core. 

But  Dering  was  occupied  in  tearing  away  great 
crackling  bites  from  a  crisp,  wine-sap  apple,  and  did  not 
notice  this  generous  offer. 

They  found  a  round,  crimson  cheese,  some  cold  turkey, 
a  bunch  of  celery,  a  jug  of  hard  cider,  and  a  great  loaf  of 
brown  bread,  and  with  this  booty  returned  to  the  dining- 
room,  where,  chattering  like  two  affectionate  magpies, 
they  spread  some  napkins  over  the  green  cloth,  arranged 
plates,  and  placed  knives,  spoons,  and  forks,  Barbara 
rushing  into  the  greenhouse  at  the  last  moment,  and 
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bringing  in  an  azalea-bush  in  full  flower,  '  to  make  things 

• 
pretty,'  as  she  said. 

As  she  ate,  with  that  dainty  carefulness  that  Bering 
loved,  he  watched  her,  more  enchanted  than  ever.  The 
little  gurgling  noise  which  the  cider  made  in  flowing 
down  her  throat,  and  which  might  have  irritated  him 
in  an  unloving  mood,  seemed  to  him  the  most  charming 
thing  in  the  world.  The  dewy-red  of  her  lips,  her 
pretty  way  of  lading  her  slice  of  bread  with  little 
morsels  of  the  gold-coloured  cheese,  then  nibbling  it 
fastidiously  with  the  points  of  her  small  teeth  —  all 
this  seemed  to  him  as  individual,  and  therefore  as 
delightful,  as  her  hair,  her  eyes,  her  voice,  her  way  of 
speaking.  He  could  not  realize  that  he  had  ever  been 
angry  with  her,  and  she  looked  so  thoroughly  the  girl,  as 
she  sat  with  her  hair  hanging  loose  about  her  shoulders, 
that  he  found  it  hard  to  believe  that  their  child  lay 
sleeping  upstairs,  only  the  hall's  length  from  their  own 
bedroom. 


XXVI. 

THE  unpleasant  emotion  which  had  risen  in  Bering  on 
learning  that  Barbara  was  to  have  a  child,  and  which 
he  called  by  various  names,  but  never  by  its  true  one, 
jealousy,  had  been  latent  for  several  weeks.  Barbara, 
in  her  position  of  mother,  seemed  to  him  astonishingly 
reasonable.  He  had  expected  her  to  merge  her  indi 
viduality  into  that  of  the  little  Fairfax,  to  be  nervous 
about  the  baby's  health  on  all  occasions,  absent-minded 
and  preoccupied  when  wi'th  him,  a  constant  inmate  of 
the  nursery,  in  constant  need  of  tete-a-tetes  with  the 
family  doctor — in  a  word,  the  devoted  mother,  entirely 
at  the  expense  of  the  companionable  wife. 

As  none  of  these  changes  took  place,  he  returned  very 
soon  to  his  normal  state  of  mind,  and  even  took  a 
strange,  humorous  sort  of  pleasure  in  the  child — its 
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queer  little  spasms  of  expression  ;  its  faint  and  mysterious 
sneezings,  which  sounded  like  the  noise  made  by  rose- 
leaves  popped  on  the  back  of  one's  hand ;  its  long 
yawns,  almost  dislocating  its  tiny  jaws ;  its  vague  and 
momentary  opening  of  round  black-blue  eyes.  All  these 
he  found  exquisitely  droll ;  and  when,  one  day,  he  saw  in 
its  small  downy  face  a  certain  movement  of  the  brows, 
which  was  a  direct  inheritance  from  Barbara,  he  could 
not  contain  a  shout  of  amusement,  which  terrified  Fair 
into  vigorous  bowlings. 

About  ten  days  after  the  Bransbys'  dinner,  however, 
the  baby  was  taken  suddenly  ill,  and  Poppleton,  the 
neighbouring  doctor,  had  to  be  sent  for  at  midnight. 
As  such  things  happen,  the  weather  was  very  bitter, 
roads  and  meadows  iron-bound,  with  a  black  frost. 
Dering  detested  cold,  and  was  not  over-amiable  about 
getting  into  his  clothes  and  going  out  to  one  of  the 
cabins,  to  rouse  Tobit  and  send  him  for  the  doctor — this 
being  necessary,  as  none  of  the  servants,  except  Martha 
Ellen  and  Aunt  Polly,  slept  in  the  house,  and  they  were 
both  busy  over  Fair. 

An  hour  later  Poppleton  was  at  Eosemary.     Dering 
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had  come  downstairs  to.  get  some  whisky,  and  was 
standing  in  his  dressing-gown  over  an  open  register 
when  the  doctor  entered.  He  was  a  huge  man,  of 
ahout  forty-eight,  with  a  smooth,  dark-red  face,  on 
which  no  hair  had  ever  grown,  small  dark-blue  eyes 
set  between  thick  folds  of  fat,  like  the  seeds  of  some 
fruit  in  its  pulp,  and  over  which  he  wore  gold-rimmed 
spectacles  seemingly  imbedded  in  a  crease  at  the  base 
of  his  nose.  This  feature  was  of  indefinite  outline, 
speckled  with  violet  pores  and  inclining  to  the  left. 
He  had  a  handsome  mouth,  about  which  were  deep, 
stationary  dimples,  large  jaws,  mottled  with  a  vinous 
purple,  and  surmounting  his  high,  oval  forehead  a 
dark-brown,  much-curled  wig.  When  he  laughed, 
which  was  often,  he  disclosed  splendid  yellow-white 
overlapping  teeth.  He  wore  a  faded  plum-coloured 
coat,  which  was  spotted  orange,  here  and  there,  by 
spilt  physic  and  red  clay.  His  ponderous  calves  were 
strapped  into  russet  gaiters,  and  between  his  shoulders 
he  carried  a  great  leather-covered  medicine-chest.  His 
hands,  handsome  and  glazed  with  fatness,  had  broad, 
bitten  nails,  over  which  the  pink  flesh  curled  back.  His 
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custom  was  to  address  each  patient  iu  the  voice  of  some 
other,  and  he  now  began,  in  a  high,  quivering  treble, 
which  Dering  instantly  recognised  as  that  of  an  old 
man  in  the  neighbourhood  who  had  turned  Methodist 
preacher  in  his  sixty-fourth  year. 

'  So  the  little  heiress  of  Eosemary  has  the  croup  ?'  he 
trilled  forth,  with  perfect  mimicry.  '  May  the  Lord 
see  fit  to  aid  my  poor  efforts  !  For  'tis  not  in  my 
physic-box  alone  to  succour  her.  Alas  !  if  such — 

'  Do  shut  up,  doctor,  and  come  along,'  said  Dering 
curtly.  As  a  rule  he  was  '  great  friends '  with  Popple- 
ton,  who  amused  him  vastly,  but  to-night,  in  addition 
to  his  real  anxiety  about  the  child,  he  felt  that  he  had 
caught  cold  and  was  not  in  a  responsive  mood. 

The  doctor,  who  thoroughly  understood  and  liked 
him,  smiled  good-naturedly,  and  began  to  mount  the 
stairs,  planting  each  great  creaking  foot  softly  with 
the  air  of  an  elephant  attempting  to  walk  on  tiptoe. 
Dering  followed,  determined,  as  soon  as  the  baby  had 
been  dosed,  to  ask  for  something  to  stop  his  cold.  He 
gave  a  violent  sneeze,  just  as  they  reached  the  nursery 
door,  and  resolved  angrily  that  Tobit  should  be  lodged 
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in  the  house  to-morrow,  in  case  of  future  emergencies. 
As  they  entered  the  room  they  saw  Fair  striking  out 
with  her  small  fists,  in  her  effort  to  breathe.  Barbara 
was  walking  her  up  and  down,  a  fixed  expression  on  her 
pale  face.  A  sudden  throe  of  mother-love  had  seized 
her.  She  felt  that,  if  the  little  creature  on  her  breast 
were  to  die,  it  would  be  like  tearing  a  piece  of  her 
heart  away  with  forceps.  Martha  Ellen  followed  her, 
with  cooing  sounds  of  comfort,  her  great  eyes  bright 
with  tears.  Aunt  Polly  at  the  fire  was  warming 
another  blanket,  the  scorched  smell  of  which  filled  the 
room. 

Somehow  Bering  felt  aggrieved  that,  although  he 
had  taken  a  bad  cold,  no  one  spared  him  a  thought,  but 
seemed  utterly  absorbed  in  the  croupy  morsel  which  Bar- 
bara  held  with  such  an  expression  of  dread  on  her  face. 

'  Well,  well,  well,  well,  well !'  murmured  the  doctor, 
unconsciously  falling  into  the  tone  of  Aunt  Polly, 
who  was  now  swathing  Fair  in  the  smoking  blanket. 
4  Let  me  see  !  let  rne  see  !  Now,  honey,  you  cheer  up 
right  away  !'  he  added,  addressing  Barbara  suddenly. 
'  Here,  give  her  to  me ;  we'll  have  everything  all  right 
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in  a  minute  or  two.  She'll  be  "  jes'  ez  spry  ez  a  black- 
snake  with  a  new  hoop-skirt,"  as  old  Tom  Jinx  says.' 
And  here  he  adopted  the  voice  and  accent  of  another 
patient. 

Bering  sat  grumpily  resigned  close  to  the  fire,  with 
one  of  the  baby's  blankets  drawn  closely  about  him  an  1 
over  his  ears.  The  shrieks  of  poor  little  Fair,  th ) 
doctor's  cheery  jokes,  the  skurrying  back  and  forth  of 
Aunt  Polly  and  Martha  Ellen,  all  jarred  more  and  more 
on  his  irritated  nerves.  Finally,  when  boiling  water 
was  poured  into  a  bucket  filled  with  lumps  of  lime,  and 
the  room  dim  with  puffs  of  the  penetrating  steam,  he 
could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  said  that,  as  he  could  be 
of  no  use,  he  would  go  to  his  room,  and  the  doctor 
must  come  after  him  if  he  was  needed,  or  if  he,  Popple- 
ton,  wanted  anything.  He  built  a  huge  fire,  wrapped 
himself  in  more  rugs,  and,  filling  a  tumbler  with  hot 
water  and  whisky,  established  himself  in  an  arm-chair 
with  a  volume  of  Greek  history. 

He  was  deep  in  the  education  of  the  young  Spartans, 
and  wondering  if  Spartan  babies  ever  had  croup,  when. 
Poppletou  entered  simultaneously  with  his  knock, 
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wiping  his  pendulous  chin  and  the  back  of  his  huge 
neck  with  a  flowered  handkerchief.  He  nodded  cheerily 
at  Dering,  and  called  out  in  the  tones  of  yet  another 
patient,  a  young  fellow  with  a  voice  as  ill-proportioned 
to  his  size  as  that  of  a  grasshopper,  and  who  thought 
himself  a  second  Booth  : 

'  Tis  well,  'tis  very  well !  All  works  as  I  would 
have  it !  So  !  Ha  !  ha  !'  Then,  noticing  Bering's  unen- 
couraging  expression,  he  dropped  into  his  natural  manner, 
and  said  easily :  '  Little  heiress  getting  along  first-rate  ! 
I  see  you're  having  a  toddy  this  bitter  night.  Thermo 
meter  only  two  above  zero.  I  tell  you  'twas  cold  riding 
here  !' 

The  doctor's  air  was  a  masterpiece  of  unconsciousness, 
but  Dering  poured  him  out  four  fingers  of  whisky,  which 
he  drank  at  once  with  the  mildness  of  a  kitten  lapping 
milk. 

'  I  say,  doctor,'  burst  forth  Dering  abruptly,  '  what 
the  devil's  good  for  a  cold  ?  I've  caught  an  infernal 
one  to-night,  going  out  after  someone  to  send  for  you.' 

'  Quinine,  quinine,  quinine  !'  chanted  the  doctor. 

'  But   it   makes   my  head  buzz  so,'  objected  Dering 
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crossly.  '  Do  show  some  originality  in  your  prescrip 
tions  !  I've  taken  enough  quinine  for  colds  this  winter 
to  stuff  a  pin-cushion,  and  I  never  found  it  did  me  any 
good.  For  Heaven's  sake  try  again.' 

'  Ten  drops  of  camphor,  then.  Can  you  take  camphor  ?' 
said  the  doctor,  who  was  too  fond  of  him  to  mind  his 
surface  humours. 

'  I'll  take  anything,'  said  Bering,  with  gloomy  reck 
lessness. 

'  Oh,  ho !  don't  I  wish  I'd  had  those  fellers  that 
granted  that  charter  for  prize-fighting  in  Virginia  in  your 
frame  of  mind  !'  returned  Poppleton.  '  Wouldn't  I  have 
fixed  'em  up  with  ten  drops  of  vitriol  and  prussic  acid 
apiece  !' 

'  Yes,  I  know.  It's  a  disgrace  to  the  State.  But  our 
joint  opinions  on  that  subject  aren't  going  to  help  my 
cold,  are  they?' 

The  doctor  grinned,  while  dropping  ten  drops  of  cam 
phor  on  a  lump  of  sugar,  and  Bering  proceeded  to  suck 
it  with  that  solemnity  which  pervades  for  us  our  personal 
ailings.  Poppleton  could  not  help  laughing  at  his  serious 
face. 
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'  I'll  tell  you  what,'  said  Bering,  unmoved ;  '  if  you 
had  the  colds  I  have  you  wouldn't  see  much  humour  in 
them.' 

Before  the  doctor  could  reply,  Barneses  appeared  at 
the  door  and  beckoned  him  away. 

Fair  recovered  from  this  attack,  but  was  feverish 
and  ailing  for  two  weeks,  during  which  time  Bering 
saw  scarcely  anything  of  Barbara.  His  cold  had 
proved  rather  severe,  and  he  was  in  bed  for  a  day  or 
two,  but  Barbara  could  not  spare  enough  time  from 
Fair  to  read  to  him,  and  he  lay  in  lonely  discomfort, 
that  aggrieved  feeling  which  had  come  over  him  in  the 
nursery  growing  ever  stronger.  They  were  both  ill,  he 
told  himself,  and  while  the  child  had  two  competent 
attendants,  Barbara  could  riot  even  tear  herself  away 
from  it  long  enough  to  do  more  than  irritate  him  by 
opening  and  shutting  the  door  within  such  a  short 
space  of  time.  It  was  evident  for  which  she  felt  more 
sympathy,  more  anxiety.  Her  very  coldness  at  first 
was  all  the  more  reason  that  she  should  now  become 
excessive  in  her  fondness.  All  romance  was  over  and 
done  with  !  He  went  on  lashing  himself  into  a  sort  of 
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frenzy.  He  would  hear  of  nothing  now  but  croup,  colic, 
teething,  nurses,  physics,  change  of  climate !  He  flung 
himself  angrily  about,  and  finally  lay  still  and  stared 
at  his  reflection  in  a  glass  which  stood  at  the  foot  of 
his  bed. 

His  sallow  face  and  the  dark  circles  about  his  eyes 
tilled  him  with  a  spasm  of  self-pity. 

'  By  Jove  !  she  can  see  me  look  as  ill  as  that  and  keep 
away  from  me  as  she  does  !  What  a  fool  I  was  to  build 
air-castles  and  actually  fancy  them  granite  !  I  suppose 
those  cynical  old  chaps  are  right  when  they  say  that 
women  are  meant  for  mothers  before  everything  else  ! 
What  a  come-down  !' 

He  laughed,  and  the  savage  expression  of  his  face  in 
the  glass  struck  him  as  perfectly  appropriate  to  the 
present  state  of  affairs. 

One  afternoon,  ten  days  later,  he  and  Barbara  went 
for  a  ride.  Wilful,  Barbara's  horse,  of  which  she  was 
so  fond,  was  a  lean,  compact  chestnut,  with  a  delicate 
crest,  splendid  shoulders,  long,  elastic  pasterns,  and 
quarters  that  could  lift  him  even  over  a  snake-fence 
when  not  too  exaggerated  in  height.  His  greatest 
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beauty  was  his  head,  tipped  by  slender  ears,  clear-cut 
as  though  shaped  with  a  pair  of  fine  scissors.  His  wide 
front,  splashed  with  a  large  white  star,  gave  him  a 
gracious  air,  and  his  eyes  were  overarched  by  full  brows, 
on  which  was  a  darker  pencilling.  He  carried  his  tail 
like  a  triumphant  gold  plume,  and  his  mane  shone  like 
ravellings  of  silk.  He  was  excitable,  but  entirely  kind, 
and  knew  Barbara  as  her  dogs  knew  her. 

Bering's  mount  was  as  different  as  possible.  A  power 
ful  half-bred  bay,  with  a  short  barrel,  head  tapering  too 
abruptly  to  a  small-nostrilled  muzzle,  pasterns  short  but 
clean,  and  broad,  well-shaped  hoofs.  Bering  rode  him 
with  a  bit  and  bridoon,  while  Wilful's  bridle  was  a 
single-reined  snaffle,  very  light,  yet  with  a  thin  bar 
capable  of  hurting,  and  he  also  had  on  a  noseband,  as 
he  pulled  a  good  deal  when  his  blood  was  up. 

Bering,  still  pale  and  fretful  from  his  cold,  fumed 
about  stirrups  and  saddle,  while  Barbara's  mulatto  groom 
swung  her  up  on  Wilful,  and  Barneses  fed  him  with 
sugar  to  keep  him  quiet. 

Bering  was  in  a  sore,  sullen  state  of  mind,  and,  more 
over,  had  determined  that  he  would  have  it  out  with 
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Barbara  during  this  ride,  and  put  her  love  for  him  to  the 
test.  Her  gaiety  and  delight  in  Wilful  and  his  antics 
jarred  on  his  nerves  more  every  instant,  especially  as 
Wilful's  whirlings  and  playful  rearings  and  backings 
stung  him  now  and  then  with  anxiety  for  Barbara. 
It  seemed  to  him,  in  his  sulky  mood,  that  she  was  reck 
less  and  inconsiderate,  laughing  aloud  as  Wilful  swung 
her  about  in  the  saddle,  and  letting  the  reins  give  to 
their  full  length  under  the  impatient  movements  of  his 
neck. 

As  they  began  to  canter  down  the  long  lawn,  he  gave 
way  to  his  vexation,  and  cried  rather  crossly  : 

'  If  you  can't  make  that  beggar  move  decently  ahead 
let's  pull  up  to  a  walk  !' 

Wilful,  in  fact,  was  cantering  sideways  as  deliberately 
as  though  he  had  been  a  gamesome  crab,  and  Barbara, 
convulsed  with  merriment,  was  giving  him  his  way.  She 
saw  that  Dering  was  in  a  dangerous  vein,  and  answered 
good-naturedly : 

'  Yes,  I  know  it's  awfully  provoking,  but  I  never  can 
make  him  walk  when  he  first  starts.' 

Dering  grew  more  and  more  provoked,  but  was  silent, 
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not  wishing  to  give  way  to  his  anger  before  finding  out 
the  true  state  of  her  affections. 

It  was  one  of  those  perfect  days  which  come  so  often  in 
a  Virginia  winter.  The  air  had  the  mingled  warmth  and 
freshness  of  early  spring ;  there  were  bits  of  young  green 
here  and  there  ;  the  fields  undulated  in  a  soft  wind,  and 
overhead  was  a  curve  of  blue,  across  which  frail  clouds 
were  swept  as  by  a  gigantic  broom.  The  roads,  spongy 
and  yet  not  actually  muddy  from  a  light  fall  of  snow, 
which  was  now  thawing,  were  in  excellent  condition  for 
galloping. 

Wilful  struck  out  into  his  graceful  swinging  stride,  his 
neck,  which  was  like  iron  cased  first  in  india-rubber  and 
then  in  satin,  eagerly  arched,  his  nostrils  distended.  Close 
to  his  flank  the  big  bay,  Standby,  lumbered  steadily. 
Somehow  Barbara's  evident  delight  in  her  horse  fretted 
Bering.  He  was  in  a  mood  to  resent  any  form  of  enjoy 
ment  in  another.  Her  very  exuberance  of  physical  strength 
and  radiance  accentuated  his  own  dragged-down  condition 
and  sensation  of  inertness. 

'  Er — I'm  not  feeling  very  fit,'  he  began,  when  they  had 
settled  into  a  trot  along  an  uneven  bit  of  road.  '  I  need 
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some  toning  up,  I  fancy,  and  then,  too,  I'm  getting  pretty 
sick  of  doing  nothing.  It's  an  awfully  lazy  life  that  we've 
been  leading.' 

'  Yes,  I  wish  that  you  had  some  steady  occupation, 
Jock,'  answered  Barbara  brightly.  '  I  don't  think  that 
anyone  can  be  really  happy  without  it.' 

'  Well,  there's  a  splendid  chance  for  change  of  scene 
open  to  us,'  said  Bering,  with  an  air  of  such  intense 
unconsciousness  that  she  at  once  decided  he  was  about 
to  propose  some  extraordinary  scheme.  '  I've  had  an 
invitation  from  Leland — you  know,  that  fellow  who's 
so  interested  in  social  questions — we  were  college 
•chums.  Well,  he's  going  West  on  a  sort  of  shooting 
and  investigation  tour  combined — private  car  and  all 
that.  He  wants  us  to  go  —  you  and  me.  Mrs. 
Leland's  a  charming  little  woman — crazy  to  know 
you.  In  fact,  they're  both  awfully  keen  about  your 
going.' 

She  looked  at  him  earnestly. 

'  But  Fair?'  she  asked  finally.  '  We  couldn't  drag  a 
baby  of  that  age  along  with  us?" 

'  I     should     fancy     not  !'      exclaimed      Bering.       '  I 
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certainly  don't  propose  making  nuisances  of  our 
selves  !' 

Barbara  thought  that  the  invitation  might  have  been 
given  for  a  later  date,  and  asked  when  they  were  expected 
to  be  ready. 

1  In  ten  days.  They  start  from  Washington  on  a 
Wednesday." 

She  was  silent  for  some  moments,  trying  to  comprehend 
whether  really  he  wished  her  to  leave  the  child  so  soon 
after  its  severe  illness. 

'  Well,'  he  broke  out  impatiently,  '  shall  I  write  and 
accept,  or  do  you  think  it  would  be  better  if  you  were  to 
do  it  ?' 

'  Do  you  mean,  Jock,  that  you  wish  me  to  leave  Fail- 
while  she  is  so  delicate  ?' 

'  Delicate  ?  Fiddlesticks  !  You  young  mammas  are 
like  Chicken  Little  when  the  leaf  fell  on  her  back — 
she  thought  the  sky  was  falling ;  and  you  go  to  pieces 
over  a  simple  attack  of  croup  !  I  don't  suppose  there 
ever  was  a  baby  who  didn't  pull  through  attacks  of  croup 
more  or  less  sharp.  Julius  Caesar,  Oliver  Cromwell,  Napo 
leon  Bonaparte,  they  all  had  it,  I'd  stake  my  life  !' 
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'  Fair  didn't  have  a  simple  attack  of  croup,  Jock.  She 
had  diphtheritic  sore- throat,  and  is  liable  to  other  attacks 
like  it,  until  the  cold  weather  is  over.' 

'  Oh,  I  might  have  known  you'd  make  the  worst  of  it 
all,  just  to  avoid  leaving  her  for  a  week  or  two  !  I  must 
say  you're  about  as  "  hoodooed  "  by  your  first-born  as 
anyone  I  ever  saw.' 

Barbara  flushed,  then  after  a  second  said  quietly  : 

'  I  think  it's  very  natural  that  I  should  not  want  to 
leave  her  as  weak  as  she  is  now.' 

'  There's  Mrs.  Bransby !  She  knows  any  amount 
more  about  babies  than  you  do.  Leave  the  brat  with 
her !' 

Barbara  flushed  still  more,  then  grew  pale. 

'  I  shouldn't  be  satisfied  to  leave  her  with  anyone. 
If  she  were  to  be  very  ill  and  I  away  enjoying  myself,  I 
should  never  get  over  it.' 

'  I  suppose  not.  But  I  may  be  as  ill  as  I  like,  and 
you  don't  ever  see  it,  so  long  as  that  kid  is  ailing  !' 

Barbara  gripped  the  edge  of  her  saddle  with  her  right 
hand  in  her  effort  for  self-control. 

'  I  thought  you  had  only  a  bad  cold,'  she  then  said. 
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1  Do  you  feel  really  ill  ?  Have  you  kept  anything  from 
me  ?' 

Her  eyes  had  grown  suddenly  anxious.  This  touched 
him,  and  for  the  moment  his  tone  was  softer. 

'  Oh,  there's  nothing  serious,'  he  assured  her.  '  I'm 
run  down  and  seedy,  that's  all.  But  I  feel  the  need  of  a 
change.  Do  ask  Mrs.  Bransby  to  look  after  the  child, 
there's  a  darling,  and  come  along  with  me  !' 

He  leaned  over  and  put  an  impulsive  arm  about  her 
waist,  and  the  horses,  used  to  such  manoeuvres, 
nipped  at  each  other  with  a  friendly  pretence  of 
enmity. 

She  -looked  puzzled  and  worried,  then  turned  her  dark 
eyes  on  him  appealingly,  and  said  : 

'  Jocko,  you  know  how  much  I'd  like  to  go  with  you, 
but  indeed,  indeed,  I  feel  that  I  cannot  leave  Fair  just 
now.' 

He  withdrew  his  arm  with  angry  roughness  and 
touched  Standby  into  a  brisk  trot.  Wilful  cantered  airily 
a  half-length  ahead,  and  some  bits  of  mud  were  thrown 
against  Dering's  shoulders. 

'  I  wish   you'd   have   the  ordinary  politeness   not   to 
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spatter  me  all  over  with  mud  from  that  confounded 
brute's  heels  !'  he  called  out. 

Barbara  brought  Wilful  down  to  a  trot  also,  but  did 
not  say  anything.  She  felt  sure  that  if  her  husband  kept 
up  that  tone  with  her  the  discussion  would  end  in  a 
quarrel.  Presently  he  began  again : 

'  So  you  refuse,  then,  do  you,  to  go  with  me,  though  I 
tell  you  I'm  feeling  wretchedly  and  need  your  companion 
ship  !  How  I  have  heard  you  excoriate  that  trait  in 
other  women  !'  he  laughed.  '  Well,  it's  the  old  thing  of 
a  fellow-feeling  making  us  wondrous  kind,  I  suppose  ! 
That's  it  !  Eh  ?' 

Barbara's  lip  trembled,  but  there  were  no  tears  in  her 
eyes.  She  had  long  since  learned  to  repress  this  sign  of 
emotion,  finding  that  in  moods  like  this  it  only  goaded 
Bering  to  further  harshness. 

'  I  don't  see  how  you  can  put  it  that  way,  Jock,'  she 
said  at  length,  in  a  low  voice,  speaking  all  the  more 
gently  that  she  felt  her  own  temper  rising.  '  I  despise 
the  lack  of  fire  which  makes  women  slight  their  husbands 
for  their  children  as  much  as  ever ;  but  duty  is  duty. 
When  I  see  that  a  thing  is  right  I  must  do  it,  or  at  least 
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I  must  try  to  do  it.  Don't  you  know  that  I  would  leave 
Fair  in  a  minute — in  a  second — to  come  to  you  if  you 
were  seriously  ill  ?' 

Bering  was  silent,  and  continued  to  smile  as  though 
over  mysterious  and  enlightening  thoughts. 

'  Speak,  Jock !  You  know  that !'  cried  Barbara, 
growing  impatient.  '  At  least  you  must  acknowledge 
that  I've  always  been  truthful.  You  must  believe  what 
I  say.' 

'  Well,'  replied  Bering  slowly,  '  I  confess  it's  rather 
hard  to  take  in  what  you  say  to  me  with  such  opposite 
facts  staring  me  in  the  face.' 

'What  facts?'  said  Barbara.  'My  child — our  child 
has  been  seriously,  even  dangerously,  ill.  I  don't  want 
to  leave  her  and  go  West  for  an  indefinite  length  of  time. 
Are  those  the  facts  you  mean  ?  Is  there  anything  in 
that  but  what  is  womanly,  natural,  wifely  ?' 

'  Womanly  and  natural,  I  admit,'  he  sneered,  '  but — 
er — hardly  what  you  could  call  wifely.' 

'  Would  you  really  have  me  leave  Fair  ?' 

'  With  your  friend  Eunice  ?     Assuredly.' 

'  And  if  she  we're  to  be  very,  very  ill  ?' 
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'  She  would  be  in  far  better  hands  than  those  of  an 
enthusiastic  and  ignorant  young  mother,  who  would 
probably  keel  over  in  a  dead  faint  at  the  first  bad 
symptom.' 

'  You  are  unjust !'  flashed  Barbara. 

'  My  dear  Bab,  calling  me  names  won't  alter 
facts.' 

'  How  can  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do,  and  yet 
speak  to  me  like  this?' 

'  Our  ideas  of  love  probably  differ  as  much  as  our  ideas 
of  duty,  my  dear  girl.' 

'I  cannot  understand  you!'  she  exclaimed.  'I  can 
not  take  in  that  you  are  really  angry  because  I  won't 
leave  a  poor,  helpless,  ill  little  baby  to  the  care  of  others, 
when  it  is  my  simple  duty  to  stay  with  her.  But  you're 
not  my  Jock  this  afternoon.  You're  in  one  of  your 
black  moods.  I  am  sure  you'll  .see  things  differently 
to-morrow.' 

'  Are  you  ?'  he  answered  briefly,  with  a  scowl  and  a 
grin  together.  '  Then  it'll  be  a  devilish  good  thing  if  you 
get  that  notion  out  of  your  head,  as  you're  laying  up  a 
lively  disappointment  for  yourself.' 
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'  I  wish  you  wouldn't  use  such  expressions  to  me, 
Jock.' 

'  What  d d  nonsense !'  he  retorted  roughly. 

'  You're  not  over-squeamish  yourself  when  your  blood's 
up !  Come,  now,  be  honest  about  it !  You  know  I 
caught  you  swearing  the  other  day,  or,  if  not  swearing, 
using  jolly  strong  expletives.  Did  you  or  did  you  not 
say,  "Plague  take  the  cussed  thing  !"  when  you  couldn't 
get  your  stirrup  tight  ?  Eh  ?  Answer  me  that,  my 
Lady  Highty-Tighty !' 

Barbara  almost  broke  into  a  laugh,  but  her  anger 
conquered,  and  she  merely  curled  a  disdainful  lip  in 
reply. 

'  Because  I'll  tell  you  what,'  he  furned  on — '  "Plague 
take  it !"  is  about  as  abominable  an  expression  as  could 
be  used,  when  you  come  down  to  it.  The  plague  is  a 
filthy  disease,  and  when  you  say  those  words  you  are 
calling  it  down  on  the  object  of  your  wrath  !' 

'  Do  you  think  that  the  plague  could  materially  in 
jure  a  stirrup-leather  ?'  asked  Barbara  gravely.  '  Be 
cause,  if  so,  I  will  ask  in  my  prayers  to-night  to  be 
forgiven.' 
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'  We'll  let  that  go,'  said  Dering,  who  was  now  of  a 
curious  steely  pallor.  '  But  at  least  you'll  admit  that 
"  cussed  "  is,  to  say  the  least,  a  vulgar,  unladylike  word  ; 
or  perhaps  you  won't  admit  it  ?' 

'  Oh  !'  cried  Barbara,  with  an  air  of  disgusted  weari 
ness,  '  I'll  admit  anything,  if  you'll  only  let  rne  take  thj 
rest  of  my  ride  in  peace.' 

'  There's  another  charming  trait  you've  developed  this 
afternoon !'  he  retorted.  '  You  are  willing,  then,  to 
admit  an  untruth  for  the  sake  of  your  personal  comfort ! 
Jove  !  I  am  glad  to  know  that.  That'll  save  me  a  world 
of  bother  in  future  discussions.' 

'  I'm  glad  to  know  that  I've  helped  you  to  a  clearer 
knowledge  of  my  character,'  she  replied,  recklessly  giving 
way  to  the  temptation  of  sarcastic  retorts. 

Glancing  at  him,  she  was  overcome  with  that  sense 
of  his  ugliness  which,  during  his  fits  of  temper,  seemed 
to  her  to  blot  out  every  vestige  of  good  looks  from  face 
and  figure.  His  whole  presence  revolted  her.  She 
shivered  and  settled  herself  more  firmly  in  the  saddle. 
'  If  he  will  only  content  himself  with  sulking  and  let 
me  alone !'  she  thought  wearily.  '  He  does  make  me 
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so  wicked  !  My  tongue  stings  like  an  adder  after  he 
has  goaded  me  beyond  a  certain  length  of  time.  Oh, 
if  he  will  only  let  me  alone  !  It  is  so  horrible  !  When 
he  is  like  this  I  don't  love  him.  I  long  to  get  away 
from  him.  What  have  I  done  to  rouse  this  mood  in 
him?  Let  me  think.'  She  went  over  everything 
that  had  passed  between  them  for  a  month,  but  with 
out  arriving  at  any  solution  of  his  present  frame  of 
mind. 

'  Of  course  you  know  what  the  world  will  say  ?'  he 
began,  so  abruptly  that  she  started  and  changed 
colour. 

'  What  ?'  she  asked,  with  some  vagueness. 

'  Why,  they'll  say  I'm  tired  of  you,  and  in  love  with 
Mrs.  Leland.' 

'  Oh,  Jock,  how  vulgar  !'  breathed  Barbara,  her  eyes 
fall  of  disgust  rather  than  anger.  '  Don't  you  know 
that  if  I  could  think  such  things  of  you  I  should  stop 
loving  you  ?' 

'  I  really  don't  know  what  you'd  do  under  given 
circumstances,  my  dear.  You've  turned  out,  in  nearly 
everything,  the  exact  opposite  of  what  you  seemed  before 
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marriage — cold,  prudent,  selfish,  conventional,  a  baby- 
worshipper,  a  shrew,  a ' 

'  I  won't  listen  to  such  words  !'  cried  Barbara,  her 
eyes  in  a  flame. 

1  And  pray,  my  dear,  how  will  you  prevent  my  ex 
pressing  my  sincere  opinions  ?  You  cannot  strike  me 
with  dumbness  because  what  I  say  puts  you  in  a  rage, 
can  you  ?  I  repeat  it.  You've  turned  out  a  shrew  and 
a  scold,  and  I— 

But  Wilful  had  sprung  two  lengths  ahead,  under  a 
sudden  touch  of  her  heel,  and  was  sending  back  the 
sticky  soil  in  showers. 

'  Oh,  that's  your  game,  is  it  ?  You  vixen  !'  ground  out 
Bering.  He  slashed  the  bay  savagely  with  his  cutting 
whip,  and  for  a  moment  the  two  galloped  abreast.  He 
laughed  exultantly.  '  Did  you  really  think  you  could 
ride  away  from  me  in  that  style,  you  mad  thing !'  he 
chuckled.  '  I'll  tell  you,  then,  there's  something  in  the 
way  one  rides  as  well  as  in  one's  mount,  and  you'll  find 
that  a  poor  way  of  trying  to  escape  me.  You  saucy 
vixen,  you !' 

'  Ah,  Wilful,  off  with  you,  sweetheart !'  cried  Barbara. 
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Dering  gave  a  gasp  of  mingled  rage  and  astonish 
ment,  for,  gathering  his  strong  legs  under  him,  the 
great  chestnut  swept  past  and  on  down  the  slanting 
road,  like  a  streak  of  fire.  As  they  flew,  Barbara  turned 
her  white  face,  and,  lifting  her  whip,  waved  it  mock 
ingly.  All  the  brute  was  up  in  Dering.  He  desired 
only  to  overtake,  to  conquer,  to  crush.  He  saw,  in  the 
graceful  figure  ahead  of  him,  not  the  woman  loved 
through  happy  hours,  but  an  insolent  and  defiant  force 
which  must  be  mastered  and  compelled  into  the  direc 
tion  which  he  desired  it  to  take.  The  bay's  sleek  hide 
was  streaked  with  weals  from  his  whip,  and  it  pounded 
on  with  all  the  speed  in  its  power.  Wilful,  however, 
fleet  and  light  as  a  deer,  steadily  increased  the  distance 
between  them,  until,  with  an  oath,  Dering  pulled  up, 
seeing  that  pursuit  was  useless.  Then  Barbara  soothed 
Wilful  into  a  walk  and  waited  until  Dering  came  up 
with  her.  He  was  too  breathless  between  rage  and  the 
pace  at  which  he  had  been  going  to  speak  for  some 
time. 

Finally  he  said,  with  shut  teeth  : 

'  You'll  be  sorry  for  this.' 
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'  Oh,  Jock,'  she  returned  wearily,  '  don't  threaten. 
You  know  that  I  am  not  afraid  of  anything  in  the  world, 
and  that  nothing  could  make  me  afraid.' 

'  Upon  my  soul,'  he  exclaimed,  '  there's  something 
monstrous  about  you  !  You're  not  like  a  woman.  You 
are  like  some  curious  mythological  creature.  Have  you 
got  any  heart  or  blood  in  you  ?  Heaven  help  your 
child  !  I  tremble  when  I  think  it's  mine,  too.  It  will 
probably  live  to  curse  me  and  bring  disgrace  upon  my 
name  !' 

'  You  are  beside  yourself,'  said  Barbara  quietly.  '  I 
forgive  you,  because  I  am  sure  that  you  don't  know  what 
you  are  saying,  but  I  tell  you  again  that  I  will  not  listen. 
If  you  go  on  I  shall  ride  off  again.' 

'  You  will,  will  you  ?  You  fury  !'  he  cried,  making  a 
lunge  at  her  rein ;  but  she  was  a  perfect  horsewoman. 
Easily  avoiding  him,  she  again  gave  Wilful  his  head,  and, 
delighted  at  this  game  of  racing  in  short  heats,  he  was 
off  and  away  with  a  purring  snort  of  pleasure. 

When  Barbara  again  allowed  Dering  to  come  up  with 
her,  they  were  both  silent  for  some  moments.  At  last  she 
said,  in  a  low  voice  : 
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'  Jock,  don't  let  us  quarrel  any  more.  I  am  sorry  if 
I  have  said  anything  to  provoke  you,  and  I  know  you 
did  not  mean  the  things  you  said  to  me  just  now. 
Married  life  is  so  dreadful  if  such  bitter  words  are 
spoken.  Somehow  one  can  never  quite  get  over  them. 
They  are  like  ink-spots  on  a  white  gown.  Either  the 
stain  is  never  completely  done  away  with,  or  something 
has  to  be  used  which  injures  the  stuff.  Either  one  for 
gives  without  forgetting,  or  forgets  because  one  ceases  to 
care.' 

She  looked  at  him  earnestly,  pleadingly,  her  heart 
beating  fast,  her  hand  stretched  out.  For  a  moment  the 
truth  of  these  words  changed  Bering's  mood.  Then  his 
face  congealed  into  its  former  hardness,  and  he  answered 
in  a  cold  voice  : 

'  Perhaps  you  think  I  don't  see  your  woman's  trick 
of  shifting  your  ground.  It  was  a  very  clever  move, 
but  I  am  not  to  be  hoodwinked  that  way.  You  must 
have  had  pretty  soft  fools  to  manage  before  you  met 
me.' 

Barbara's  face  hardened  also,  and  she  pressed  her  lips 
together  in  order  to  keep  back  a  stinging  reply. 
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'  I  am  not  the  type  of  husband,  let  me  tell  you  once  for 
all,'  continued  Dering,  '  who  thrives  on  hen-pecking. 
Now  that  I  see  you  care  more  for  that  helpless  bundle  at 
home  than  you  do  for  me,  I  shall  retire  gracefully.  You 
needn't  fear  that  I  will  annoy  you  further.  I  shall,  of 
course,  accept  the  Lelands'  invitation  and  go  West  with 
them.  I  can't  tell  when  I'll  be  back.  I'll  send  you  my 
address  from  Washington.' 

He  paused  as  if  waiting  for  her  to  answer,  and  she 
said,  in  a  voice  as  cold  as  his  own : 

'Very  well.  I  hope  that  you  will  have  a  pleasant 
trip. ' 

'  Thank  you/  he  replied. 

They  passed  the  rest  of  the  ride  in  silence. 


XXVII. 

THE  only  thought  which  presented  itself  clearly  to  her, 
in  this  disturbed  seething  of  her  mind,  was  that  she 
must  get  away  from  the  house— from  everyone — to  that 
deep  loneliness  of  nature  which  had  always  seemed  to 
her,  in  wild  moments,  like  a  tranquil  hand  upon  her 
heart. 

She  did  not  ring  for  Barneses,  but  took  off  her 
habit  with  nervous  haste  and  drew  on  her  short  walk 
ing-skirt  and  mountain-boots.  As  she  stole  swiftly  and 
noiselessly  along  the  winding  corridors  she  felt,  as  she 
had  so  often  done  in  a  bad  dream,  as  if  she  were  being 
drawn  backward ;  as  if  some  hand  might  catch  and 
detain  her ;  as  if  Dering  were  about  to  step  before  her 
from  some  dark  closet  or  turning.  At  last,  however, 
she  was  out  in  the  large  air  of  the  winter  day.  Already 
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the  sun  was  trailing  after  him  the  languid  shadows  of 
his  westering  course.  The  ploughed  fields  showed  a 
soft  leathering  of  young  oats,  and  great  clods,  smooth 
from  the  ploughshare,  crumbled  like  nuggets  of  burnt 
gold  in  the  level  glare.  Clouds,  delicate,  transparent, 
rosy  -  white,  meshed  the  dim  azure  of  the  sky.  Here 
and  there  came  a  bleak  glimmer  of  snow  from  some 
violet  shadow.  The  soft  trill  -  like  drip  of  thawing 
snow  upon  dead  leaves  made  a  sweet  whisper  through 
out  the  winter  wood.  Above,  the  heavens  were  hung 
between  the  mist  of  branches  like  a  great  blue  cobweb. 
She  heard  some  fox-hounds,  far  up  the  mountain-side, 
swell  their  deep  plaintive  notes,  and  turning  into  a 
little  path  that  zigzagged  upward  among  the  under 
brush,  quickened  her  steps  in  the  direction  of  their 
baying. 

A  chill  fragrance  from  the  damp  junipers  soon  en 
veloped  her,  and  the  patches  of  snow  grew  thicker 
and  broader.  She  saw  upon  this  white  carpet  the 
marks  of  birds'  feet,  the  print  of  little  hoofs.  It 
seemed  to  her,  in  the  exhilaration  of  climbing,  that 
some  baby  fawn  might  have  scampered  away  into  the 
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distant  mist  of  soft,  gray,  leafless  stems.  The  acorn 
which  he  had  been  nibbling  lay  there  beside  the  hoof- 
prints.  Morsels  of  yet  unmelted  snow  clung  here  and 
there  to  the  dark  cedar  boughs  like  drowsy  white 
birds.  Even  the  moist  red  clay  had  a  clean  perfume  of 
its  own,  and  a  hare,  warily  stealing  towards  a  baited 
trap,  paused,  quivered  up  on  its  haunches,  and,  display 
ing  its  sleek  breast  and  fine-veined  ears,  fixed  on  her  its 
liquid  eyes  ;  then  all  at  once,  terrified,  alert,  drummed 
quickly  with  its  strong  hind-feet,  and,  whirling,  leaped 
away  into  the  tangled  weeds. 

Her  heart  began  to  beat  quickly  now,  and  her  breath 
came  fast.  She  was  on  the  steepest  flank  of  the  moun 
tain,  and  the  narrow  path  which  she  followed  wound 
far  above  her  head.  But  the  keenness  of  her  mental 
suffering  seemed  a  force  which  impelled  her  body  on 
ward.  As  long  as  she  forced  her  supple  muscles  into 
energy  the  tumult  in  her  soul  seemed  quieted.  She 
grew  so  warm  that,  as  she  walked,  she  drew  off  her 
jacket  and  threw  it  across  her  shoulder.  The  heated 
blood  throbbed  stinging  through  her  veins,  and  the 
exultation  of  sheer  physical  life  grew  upon  her  with 
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each  powerful  movement.  Presently  the  quick  panting 
ceased.  She  closed  her  lips  and  breathed  easily ;  took 
off  her  white  beret  and  ran  her  fingers  through  her 
damp  hair.  The  air  made  a  cool  streak  across  her 
forehead.  It  was  like  the  kiss  of  some  invisible  but 
friendly  presence.  Already  that  efficient  calm  of 
mountain  solitude  was  upon  her.  Already  the  valley, 
with  its  troubled  life,  seemed  vague,  distant,  remote, 
apart ;  its  purplish  mist,  like  the  vapours  which  arise 
from  weird,  untranquil  dreams ;  the  harsh  note  of  a 
distant  locomotive,  like  the  cry  of  some  unfortunate, 
half  lapped  in  the  incomplete  unconsciousness  which 
begets  such  visions.  She  thought  of  those  melodious 
words  which  ever  sing  themselves  to  a  silent  music  of 
the  mind : 

'  Come  down,  O  maid,  from  yonder  mountain  height, 
For  love  is  of  the  valley,  come  thou  down.' 

'  No,  no !'  she  said  aloud.  '  True  love  is  of  the 
heights.'  And  then  she  started  with  that  strange  self- 
consciousness  which  overpowers  one  at  the  sound  of 
one's  own  voice  falling  upon  solitude.  She  paused,  and 
leaned  for  a  moment  against  a  tree  to  rest.  Her  collie, 
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who  had  rushed  ahead,  came  up  and  gazed  at  her, 
panting.  The  crisp  white  of  a  snow- streak  near  by 
suggested  thirst,  and  he  dashed  his  sharp  muzzle  along 
its  crust  and  gobbled  a  mouthful  or  two,  then  looked 
eagerly  up  at  Barbara  again,  who  gave  her  girlish 
laugh,  and,  stooping,  gathered  a  handful,  which  she  ate 
daintily.  Her  blood,  changed  by  the  vigorous  exercise 
of  the  last  half-hour,  was  ready  to  receive  new  im 
pressions.  This  plentiful  silence  pressed  against  her, 
charged  with  myriad  suggestions.  The  soft  hand  was 
upon  her  heart. 

In  Barbara  there  was  much  of  that  bounteous  pagan 
spirit  which  first  stirred  the  world  to  belief  in  the 
soul  permeating  all  things.  To  her  each  leaf,  each 
transient  cloud,  each  shadow  traced  in  varying  light, 
each  fluctuating  splendour  of  the  day  had  its  individu 
ality,  its  message,  its  conscious  being,  as  of  what  we 
call  spirit.  To  her  the  friendly  silence  was,  at  the 
same  time,  coinprehending.  There  seemed  to  rise  a 
courage  and  consolation  to  her  from  the  strong,  bitter 
smell  of  the  damp  earth.  The  wind,  seizing  her 
roughly  by  hair  and  garments,  was  more  sympathetic 
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than  the  alien  presence  of  another  human  being.  The 
forward  leap  of  a  swollen  mountain  stream  beat  sharp 
and  true  upon  a  like  chord  in  her  heart — its  rush,  its 
turbidness,  its  savagery,  she  had  felt  them  all.  When 
a  bird  alighted  near  her,  unafraid,  even  ventured  to 
peck  at  the  branch  of  scarlet  berries  which  she  had 
broken  off,  from  the  mere  child-wish  to  have  its  beauty 
with  her  on  her  lonely  walk,  she  was  faint  with  pleasure 
at  its  sweet  confiding,  and  feared  to  breathe,  lest  she 
should  frighten  it  from  her.  If,  by  some  magic,  she 
could  have  thrown  herself  into  its  being,  how  quickly 
she  would  have  mastered  its  loves,  its  dreads,  its  plea 
sures  !  How,  as  a  girl,  this  desire  to  be  one  with  the 
all-spirit  had  possessed  her !  She  had  longed  to  be  a 
thousand  different  women,  to  pass  through  a  thousand 
experiences,  happy  and  sorrowful,  to  exhaust,  by  a 
series  of  brilliant  existences,  every  world  in  space, 
to  feel  all,  see  all,  know  all,  possess  all — -laughter, 
wretchedness,  despair,  glory,  failure,  victory,  beauty. 
She  had  tried  to  imagine  how  the  growing  flowers  felt, 
the  trees,  the  humming-birds  swinging  in  the  crape- 
myrtle  bells.  How  huge  everything  must  have  looked 
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to  them !  How  intensely  they  must  have  felt !  She 
would  have  liked  to  suck  the  very  essence  of  life,  in  a 
few  hours  of  vivid  frenzy.  As  a  bird,  she  would  have 
flown  until  her  wings  failed  and  she  had  dropped  swift 
and  straight  into  the  sea  below,  or  dashed  her  head  against 
the  great  glass  of  some  glaring  lighthouse. 

This  old  mood  caught  and  shook  her  to  the  soul.  A 
blind  despair  of  longing  for  her  dead  maidenhood  over- 
rushed  her.  She  put  both  arms  about  the  huge  bole 
of  the  tulip-tree  against  which  she  leant  and  pressed 
her  lips  to  its  rough  bark.  In  her  heart  were  some 
such  thoughts  as  these :  '  Dear  tree !  if  I  were  only  a 
Dryad,  and,  folded  in  your  fragrant  rind,  could  listen  to 
the  stealthy  pulsing  of  the  sap  through  your  great 
boughs,  and  grow  glad  with  the  spring  which  will 
make  you  green  again ;  if,  resting  so,  a  part  of  you  as 
your  young  leaves  will  be,  I  could  feel  with  you  the 
thrill  of  the  midnight  storm,  the  clutching  feet  of 
frightened  birds,  the  palpitations  of  close-scrambling 
squirrels ;  in  the  morning  the  clash  of  your  ice-coated 
branches,  glittering  golden  through  the  fresh  sunlight ; 
at  sunset  to  be  warmed  gloriously  and  drowned  in  sheets 


BARBARA   DERING  95 

of  flame-colour;  to  rest,  to  sleep,  to  live  in  you  and 
with  you,  and  then,  freeing  myself  in  certain  hours  of 
liberty,  to  range  the  voiceless  woods,  unafraid  of  snow 
or  storm,  secure  in  delicate  emotions,  incapable  of  dis 
turbance  !' 

All  this,  wildly  and  chaotically  massed,  surged 
through  her,  as  she  clung  to  the  great  tree,  her  tears 
first  warming  and  then  chilling  her  flushed  face.  While 
she  paused  there,  however,  a  gray  flag  of  cloud  had 
been  unrolled  above.  There  was  a  shiver  of  wind 
throughout  the  forest.  A  drop  fell  upon  her  out 
stretched  hand — another,  yet  another.  But  suddenly 
the  wind  veered  and  tore  an  oval  space  in  the  steaming 
air  above — a  rift  of  blue  sky  shone  serenely  as  a  gem, 
widened  into  placid  magnificence,  possessed  the  upper 
day.  That  stronger,  eager  life-joy  welled  ever  higher  in 
Barbara.  Her  red  lips  were  parted.  Her  eyes  were  eager 
as  Eobin's,  who  leaped  and  circled  in  front  of  her  like  her 
keen  mood  made  visible. 

Now  the  baying  of  the  hounds  rang  out  again — first 
near  at  hand,  then  growing  fainter  and  fainter  in  the 
distance.  She  reached  a  primitive  fence,  made  of  a  rail 
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or  two  stuffed  with  underbrush,  and  in  a  bound  was 
over,  Robin  close  at  her  heels.  The  trees  were  grow 
ing  thinner,  and  dwindled  finally  into  plantations  of 
sassafras,  with  here  and  there  the  glossy  green  plume 
of  a  scrub  pine.  All  at  once  she  found  herself  in  a 
steep  open  field,  covered  with  rustling  yellow  broom, 
which  came  into  exquisite  contrast  with  the  floating 
clouds  beyond.  Above,  on  the  comb  of  the  hill,  was  a 
bristling  of  purple  sassafras-bushes  against  the  white- 
blue  sky,  their  stems  hidden  by  the  rich  broom-straw, 
which  grew  above  her  shoulders.  The  dim  red  path 
wound  up  and  up,  and  all  about  was  that  dry,  seething 
sound,  followed  by  a  soft  rattle  in  the  limbs  of  the 
stunted  pear-tree  springing  from  a  pile  of  stones. 
Here  and  there  velvety  scarlet  pyramids  of  sumac- 
berries  burnt  on  their  blue-gray  stems.  The  far  valley 
was  like  a  pale-lilac  cloth  spread  smoothly.  It  seemed 
to  melt  away  at  last  and  to  become  absorbed  in  space. 
Above,  the  small,  round,  overlapping  clouds  were  like 
the  shells  on  a  broad  beach,  and  they  were  suggested 
again  by  the  little  ovals  of  snow  clustering  in  the 
shadows  of  the  hillside.  A  golden  robin  on  a  sassafras- 
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tree,  near  her  foot,  turned  its  head  sideways  and  peered 
up  at  her,  half  its  brilliant  speck  of  eye  hidden  by  the 
bluish  lower  lid.  A  pregnant  and  spacious  silence 
floated  on  every  side.  Barbara  drew  a  long  breath, 
and,  sinking  on  her  knees,  stretched  out  her  young,  vigo 
rous  arms,  as  though  yearning  over  the  sorrowful 
world  which  lay  spread  out  beneath  her.  In  those 
throbbing  moments  she  realized  why  Christ  had  with 
drawn  upon  mountains  to  pray.  The  noble  outlines 
of  the  dumb,  majestic  peaks  about  her  were  themselves 
like  petrified  prayers.  Here  upon  this  great  crest  a 
purer  air  came  winnowing  in,  a  holier  light  seemed  to 
diffuse  itself  from  the  near  heavens.  Here  there  was 
only  the  soothing  acquiescence  of  nature,  the  boun 
teous  and  unobtrusive  peace  which  hallows  the  dwell 
ings  of  humble  creatures,  whose  lives  are  passed  in 
such  loneliness,  and  who  are  content  to  know  the  dis 
tant  valley  only  as  a  great  chessboard  with  squares 
of  amethyst  and  carnelian  glimmering  mysteriously 
through  a  lawny  haze.  She  seemed  to  have  left  her 
anger,  her  rebellion,  her  despairing  grief  all  there 
under  the  roof  of  Kosemary,  which  she  saw  with  its 
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clustering  out-houses  glittering  like  a  handful  of  pearl- 
coloured  pebbles  among  its  smoke-like  trees,  far  below 
her.  Her  heart  contracted,  as  she  thought  of  returning 
to  it.  Unfastening  her  heavy  hair,  she  plunged  her 
fingers  into  its  masses  and  let  the  wind  streak  coolly 
through  it.  There  was  only  the  golden  robin,  the 
sheer  air,  the  rustling  broom-field,  her  dog,  to  witness 
this  unconventionally.  She  laughed  to  feel  the  strong 
gusts  combing  out  her  loose  locks  behind  her  like  a 
gleaming  pennon.  She  felt  enveloped  by  a  sweet 
friendliness  of  things  animate  and  inanimate,  and  as 
though  she  had  grown  backward,  reaching  again  her 
blithe  girlhood.  Even  Valentine  was  like  some  quiet 
hero,  of  whom  she  had  read  in  a  jewelled  book  of 
fairyland  —  Bering  and  her  child  part  of  an  uneasy 
dream.  She  was  sixteen,  as  she  lay  there  among  the 
feathery  stalks  of  broom,  her  hands  clasped  beneath 
her  head,  her  hair  blowing  loose  about  her.  It  seemed 
to  her  that  she  was  on  the  prow  of  a  great  ship  which 
was  plunging  onward  through  billows  of  golden 
air. 
Then  presently  she  got  to  her  feet,  twisted  up  her  hair, 
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and,  calling  to  Robin,  began  to  climb  again,  for  the 
summit  of  the  mountain  was  not  yet  reached.  The  path 
now  broadened  into  a  road,  which,  skirting  the  edge  of  a 
thick  wood,  brought  her  finally  to  another  fence.  Be 
yond  this  lay  a  cornfield,  from  which  the  meadows 
below  looked  of  a  soft  gray  rose  colour.  Still  farther 
hung  a  curtain  of  bluish  mist,  and  against  this  mellow 
background  the  stripped  corn-stalks  lifted  their  tufts  of 
faded  orange  leaves.  The  furrows  were  still  striped  with 
snow. 

Through  this  meadow  Barbara  and  Robin  went  running 
until  they  came  to  a  sharp  declivity,  down  which  the 
road  plunged  boldly,  to  rise  again  on  a  hillside,  steeper 
than  any  yet,  its  top  outlined  by  another  fence  and  the 
gray  puffs  of  leafless  apple-boughs.  When  they  had 
climbed  this,  however,  Barbara,  leaning  breathless  against 
the  lichened  rails,  looked  down  into  an  unfamiliar  valley, 
and  saw,  like  a  wall  of  lapis-lazuli  austerely  carved  against 
the  soft  pale  air,  the  vague  and  spiritual  beauty  of  the  Blue 
Ridge. 

A  man  was  ploughing  on  the  hill-crest  opposite.     The 
.horses  moved  in  patient   silhouettes,  urged   on   by  his 
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wailing  cries.  Something  glistened  on  the  fence  not  far 
from  her.  She  looked  at  it  more  closely,  and  saw  that  it 
was  a  dead  black  snake  trailed  limply  over  the  top  rail. 
Some  negro  had  put  it  there  as  a  sure  charm  for  the  long- 
needed  rain. 

Barbara  smiled  sadly  and  shook  her  head,  as  she 
thought  of  poor  monkeys  crucified  by  the  Hill  tribes  of 
India  for  the  same  purpose  as  that  which  had  prompted 
this  Virginian  darky  to  kill  a  snake  and  hang  it  on  the 
fence  which  bore  its  name. 

But  now  the  sky  began  to  pulse  with  a  faint  rose  hue, 
the  call  of  nestward  birds  trembled  overhead  ;  there  was 
that  faint,  unmistakable  stirring  through  wood  and  field 
which  is  nature's  preparation  for  the  calm  of  night. 
Barbara  wished  to  see  the  sunset  from  the  broom-grown 
hill  which  overlooked  her  own  well-loved  valley.  Some 
thing  in  the  unfamiliarity  of  this  vast  beauty  made  her 
sorrowful.  She  turned  and  trudged  quickly  over  the 
slippery  snow-clogged  roads,  until  she  was  once  more 
in  the  field  of  broom,  with  only  the  great  undulating 
plains  between  her  and  the  open  sea.  She  called 
Eobin,  and,  with  her  arm  about  him,  waited  for 
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that  puissant  change  which   makes   the   magic   of   the 
sky. 

Above  spread  a  lustrous  sheet  of  beryl-coloured  air, 
seen  through  a  filigree  of  clouds,  gray,  diaphanous, 
tinged  at  their  edges  with  a  warm  gold.  Underneath,  a 
deep-blue  mystery  of  vapour  was  piled  from  east  to  west 
as  though  in  imitation  of  the  mountains  from  which  she 
had  just  turned  away.  In  this  a  beamy  opening  sent 
forth  suddenly  shafts  of  light  and  revealed  what  seemed 
to  be  an  endless  waste  of  molten  brass,  its  tunnelled  waves 
breaking  in  fiery  spume  even  above  the  edge  of  the  sombre 
wall. 

The  space  of  tremulous  pale  green  above  died  into  a 
dim  saffron.  Little  by  little  the  molten  brass  changed 
into  lead.  The  glowing  door  was  shut.  Upon  the  level 
sadness  of  the  far  east  the  full  moon  balanced  like  a 
plaque  of  silver.  A  star  gleamed  here  and  there  with 
vacillations  of  green,  of  red,  of  orange.  Now  a  white 
steam  rolled  upward  with  the  calm  moon  on  its  breast. 
Again  came  the  sensation  of  being  on  the  prow  of  a  great 
ship.  The  ship  was  the  world.  It  seemed  sailing  stead 
fastly  through  those  volumes  of  r.nol  mist.  The  dark- 
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ness  began  to  gather,  with  its  undulations  of  gloom,  of 
unfamiliar  sound,  of  penetrating  odours.  The  eerie 
trilling  of  an  owl  fell  through  the  thickening  air,  and 
once  more  the  baying  of  the  hounds  came  faintly  from 
the  valley. 

Suddenly  the  terror  of  vast  and  spacious  darkness 
clutched  at  Barbara's  heart.  She  started  to  her  feet  and 
gazed  about  her.  The  trees  no  longer  seemed  friendly, 
but  their  dark  tracery  against  the  sky  was  a  wizard- 
writing  full  of  evil.  Those  surges  of  wan  vapour  seemed 
in  her  wild  thought  like  a  condensation  of  ghosts,  and 
the  owl's  cry  shivered  along  her  overstrained  nerves  in  a 
sinister  warning.  Holding  Eobin  convulsively  by  the 
collar,  she  started  down  the  steep  path. 

'  Ah,  my  God  !'  she  said  aloud  after  awhile,  panting  for 
breath,  '  I  am  so  lonely  !  I  have  tried  so  hard  !  He  will 
be  harsh  and  stern  to  me  when  I  come  in.  I  have  only 
my  child.  Show  me  my  duty  to  her.  I  cannot  leave  her, 
even  if  it  makes  him  angry  with  me  for  ever.  Let  me 
teach  her  to  be  a  wiser,  calmer,  happier  woman  than  I 
have  ever  been.' 

The  moon  bloomed  suddenly  into  full  splendour,  and 
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the  fine  tracery  of  the  cedar  tassels  was  thrown  upon  the 
snow.  That  convulsive  spasm  of  dread  released  her,  and 
a  strong  sense  of  the  beneficence  of  nature  distilled  itself 
again  through  her  whole  being.  She  walked  rapidly,  but 
calmly,  trying  not  to  think,  but  to  absorb  strength  for  the 
coming  struggle.  Once  she  stopped.  It  was  to  lift  the 
rough  wooden  door  of  a  hare-trap  and  let  scamper  the 
frightened  creature  within,  but  she  left  in  its  place  one  of 
those  loose  coins  which  she  always  carried  with  her  on 
all  her  rambles. 

Somehow  the  thought  of  the  hare  which  she  had  re 
stored  to  liberty  cheered  all  her  mood.  She  had  learned 
to  regard  freedom  as  so  infinite  a  compensation  for 
most  ills,  that,  to  her,  even  the  bondage  of  a  hare 
seemed  not  without  consequence  in  the  general  scheme 
of  existence. 


XXVIII. 

DURING  the  next  two  or  three  days  Fair  seemed  to  be  so 
much  better  that  Barbara  was  very  puzzled  as  to  what 
course  to  take  in  regard  to  the  matter  of  going  West 
with  the  Lelands.  She  felt  that  Bering  would  have  a 
right  to  be  angry  with  her,  if,  from  a  vague  anxiety,  she 
allowed  him  to  set  off  alone  when  Eunice  would  so  gladly 
take  charge  of  Fair. 

The  next  night,  while  lying  awake  in  the  vain  endeavour 
to  decide  upon  what  to  do,  a  sudden  thought  took  posses 
sion  of  her,  and,  jumping  out  of  bed,  she  threw  on  her 
dressing-gown,  lighted  a  candle,  and  wrote  the  following 
letter  to  Bishop  Cammersell : 

'  MY  DEAR  BISHOP, 

'  You  told  me  so  often  during  your  visit  to  Eunice, 
last  month,  that  you  wished  me  to  come  to  you  in  any 
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trouble,  that  I  am  writing  to  you  now  for  counsel.  In 
deed,  dear  Bishop,  I  am  so  bewildered  and  unhappy 
that  I  cannot  see  clearly,  and  am  utterly  confused  about 
my  real  duty.  My  little  girl  has  been  seriously  ill  with 
diphtheritic  sore-throat,  and  the  doctor  tells  me  that  she 
is  liable  to  other  attacks  during  all  the  winter. 

'  Now,  my  husband  is  very  anxious  for  me  to  go 
West  with  him  on  a  pleasure-party  arranged  by  some 
friends,  and,  of  course,  I  wish  to  do  this  if  possible, 
especially  as  several  things  have  occurred  which  may 
make  it  a  serious  question,  and  involve  much  unhap- 
piness  for  us  both,  in  the  future,  if  I  am  forced  to  refuse 
him.  But  I  cannot  bear  to  leave  Fairfax,  even  in  the 
charge  of  Eunice,  because  I  feel  that  if  anything  should 
happen  to  her  I  could  never  get  over  it.  Besides,  I 
suppose  that  a  mother  always  feels  that  she  can  do  for 
her  child  what  no  one  else  in  the  world  can.  If,  how 
ever,  you  tell  me  that  this  is  merely  a  mother's  over- 
anxiousness,  and  that  the  sensible  and  right  thing  is 
to  go  with  my  husband,  I  will  do  as  you  say.  I  feel 
that  I  am  incapable  of  judging  impartially  in  this  matter, 
and  that  Eunice,  being  herself  a  very  nervous  mother, 
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could  not  help  me.  It  is  for  this  that  I  turn  to  you, 
dear  Bishop,  for  you  have  had  children  yourself,  and 
must  often  have  felt  as  harassed  as  I  feel  now.  I  wish 
only  to  be  shown  my  duty.  When  I  see  it  I  will  do  it, 
no  matter  what  it  costs  me.  Thanking  you  beforehand, 
dear  Bishop,  for  what  I  know  will  be  your  wise  and 
helpful  answer, 

'  I  remain  always 

'  Yours  most  sincerely, 

'  BARBAEA  BERING.' 

For  seven  days  Barbara  examined  eagerly  each  post 
that  came  to  Eosemary  in  search  of  Bishop  Cammer- 
sell's  reply,  but  in  vain.  On  the  eighth  morning  she 
rode  Wilful  over  to  The  Poplars  and  asked  Eunice 
what  she  thought  of  his  silence.  They  decided  that  he 
could  not  have  received  the  letter,  and  Barbara  was 
forced  to  rely  on  her  own  judgment. 

As  Fair  was  again  feverish  on  Monday,  she  told  Bering 
finally  that  she  could  not  go,  and  on  Tuesday  he  knocked 
at  her  bedroom  door  and  gave  her  a  cool  touch  on  her 
cheek  for  good-bye.  She  ran  after  him. 
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'  Oh,  Jock,  don't  let  us  part  like  this !  We  can 
never  tell  what  may  happen  !  Won't  you  say  you  under 
stand  how  I  feel — that  you  know  I  would  go  with  you  if 
I  could  ?' 

'  I  don't  perceive  any  shackles  about  you,  now  that 
I  examine  you  attentively,'  said  Bering.  '  You  aren't 
rooted  to  the  ground,  as  they  say  in  books,  are  you '?' 

He  laughed  and  lighted  a  cigar.  Still  the  woman 
in  Barbara  whispered  foreboding,  and  she  clung  to  his 
arm. 

;  Oh,  won't  you  give  me  a  loving  kiss,  dear  ?'  she 
pleaded,  her  eyes  wet.  '  Dear,  you  must  know  how  I 
love  you.  If  anything  happened  to  me,  you  would 
suffer  so.' 

'  "  Her  majesty  myself  "  to  the  last,  eh  ?'  he  said. 

Stung  to  the  quick,  she  loosed  his  arm,  and  Dering, 
blowing  a  mocking  kiss  from  his  finger-tips,  ran  down 
stairs. 

As  days  went  by  and  still  nothing  was  heard  from 
Bishop  Cammersell,  Eunice,  who  happened  to  be  in 
Ashleigh,  called  on  the  Bishop.  He  was  just  going  out, 
but  took  off  his  hat  and  cloak  and  carried  her  back  to 
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his  study,  where  a  fire  of  sea-coal  shimmered  iu  an  open 
grate.  One  of  his  nine  daughters,  a  slim,  fashionably- 
dressed  young  woman,  with  a  great  deal  of  flaxen  hair 
and  her  father's  silky  blue  eyes,  came  in  and  brought 
Eunice  a  cup  of  tea,  then,  with  a  few  pretty  words  of 
excuse,  left  them  alone. 

'  Bishop,'  said  Eunice,  with  her  usual  quiet  frankness, 
going  at  once  to  the  point,  '  I  want  to  ask  you  about  a 
letter  that  Barbara  Bering  wrote  you  two  weeks  ago. 
It  was  a  very  important  letter,  and  she  looked  for 
your  answer  with  a  great  deal  of  anxiety.  Bid  you  ever 
receive  it  ?' 

The  Bishop  stroked  his  mildly-retreating  chin,  and, 
giving  his  gentle  smile,  answered  in  an  explanatory  tone  : 

'  Well,  you  see,  my  dear  child,  it  is  a  very  delicate 
and  even  a  dangerous  matter  to  answer  such  letters. 
I  do  not  believe  in  interfering  between  husband  and 
wife,  my  child.  They  have  accepted  each  other  for 
better,  for  worse.  Such  questions  are  always  very 
painful  and  embarrassing.' 

Eunice  sat  looking  at  him.  calmly  with  her  steadfast 
eyes,  but  her  colour  deepened. 
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'  Then  you  did  receive  the  letter?'  was  all  that  she  said 
when  the  Bishop  stopped  speaking. 

He  looked  confused  and  rather  uncomfortable,  but 
again  smiled  benevolently. 

'  Yes,  my  dear,  I  did  receive  your  friend's  letter,  but  I 
did  not  think  it  wise  to  answer  it.  A  wife  should  decide 
such  questions  for  herself.  Mr.  Dering  would  have  every 
right  to  be  angry  with  me  if  I  had  meddled  in  his  private 
affairs.' 

Eunice  was  silent,  smoothing  and  buttoning  her  little 
gray  suhle  glove.  The  Bishop  continued  with  restored 
suavity,  being  accustomed  to  take  silence  for  consent : 

'  You  see,  my  dear  child,  it  is  on  these  impulsive  and 
excitable  natures  that  the  discipline  of  marriage  has  the 
most  beneficial  influence.  Your  friend  will  be  a  much 
better,  wiser,  more  resigned  and  Christian  woman  for 
being  left  to  settle  such  questions  for  herself,  with  the  aid 
of  earnest  prayer ;  and,  pardon  me  for  wounding  you,  my 
dear  child,  but  I  have  been  intending  to  speak  to  you  on 
this  subject  ever  since  my  visit  to  you  in  the  early  autumn. 
I  am  sure,  from  careful  observation,  my  dear,  that  you 
indulge  and  subordinate  yourself  too  much  to  your  friend. 
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True,  she  is  very  winning  and  delightful,  but  strangely 
erring  and  misguided  in  many  ways.  Besides,  you  have 
your  own  gifts  to  cultivate.  Many  people  have  told  me 
of  your  very  lovely  voice.  We  should  not  neglect  the 
talents  that  a  gracious  Father  has  seen  fit  to  bestow 
upon  us,  my  dear.  How  sweet  it  would  be  if  you  could 
train  and  lead  a  fine  choir  in  that  pretty  Gothic  church 
which  everyone  admires  !  The  music  which  they  now 
have  is  painful  even  to  my  uncultivated  ears.  Why  not 
consecrate  your  beautiful  voice  to  its  loving  Creator  and 
rejoice  the  hearts  of  the  congregation  ?  Let  your  friend 
rely  more  upon  her  own  strength — your  duty  is  to  your 
self,  your  husband,  your  children,  and  your  own  gifts. 
Do  not  spend  so  much  of  your  precious  time  with  her. 
Remember  that  we  must  each  work  out  our  salvation 
with  fear  and  trembling.' 

He  paused,  his  placid  lips  wreathed  by  his  most  en 
gaging  smile,  his  tremulous  blue  eyes  fixed  yearningly 
upon  her.  But  Eunice,  her  face  pale  and  chill,  rose  to 
her  feet  and  stood  looking  at  him,  without  making  any 
movement  to  meet  his  outstretched  hands.  Then  she 
said  slowly,  deliberately  : 


BARBARA  DERING  HI 

'  Bishop,  I  have  only  one  question  to  ask  you.  Do  you 
think  that  if  our  Lord  had  been  upon  earth,  and  received 
such  a  letter  as  Barbara  wrote  you,  He  would  have  left  it 
unanswered  ?' 

The  Bishop's  rosy  cheeks  grew  rosier,  and  he  smoothed 
his  chin  after  his  manner  when  slightly  puzzled  or  embar 
rassed. 

'  Er — such  a  letter  would  scarcely  be  addressed  to  our 
Lord,  my  dear,'  he  replied  finally. 

'  Such  prayers  are  often  addressed  to  Him,'  said 
Eunice  coldly.  '  And  we  are  taught  that  no  prayer 
remains  unanswered,  whether  as  we  would  have  it  or 
otherwise.  No  matter  if  your  answer  had  been  harsh 
and  uncomprehending,  it  would  have  been  better  than 
none.  You  are  a  Father  of  our  Church,  Bishop.  Do 
you  think  in  your  inmost  heart  that  you  have  treated 
Barbara  Dering  as  a  father  would  treat  a  cherished 
daughter? — as  Christ  would  have  treated  her?  The 
reasons  that  you  have  given  me  would  be  cold-hearted 
in  a  layman,  how  much  more  in  a  high-priest  of  God  ! 
I  must  bid  you  good-bye,  Bishop.  I  dare  not  say  to  you 
what  is  in  my  heart.' 
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With  a  quick  movement  she  left  the  room,  and  a  few 
moments  later  found  herself  walking  rapidly  down  the 
broad  village  street,  without  knowing  in  what  direction. 
Eunice's  nature  was  naturally  orthodox  and  easily  guided, 
but  the  dialogue  in  which  she  had  just  taken  part  caused 
in  her  a  strong  reaction.  She  recalled  the  words  which 
speak  of  there  being  One  only  Mediator  between  God 
and  man,  the  man  Christ  Jesus,  and  regretted,  in  her 
sudden  revulsion  of  ideas,  that  it  was  considered  necessary 
to  approach  Him  through  the  medium  of  bishops,  priests, 
and  deacons.  How  much  sweeter  it  was  to  speak  to 
Him  directly,  looking  up  into  the  deep  blue  of  the  sky  ! 
How  much  more  solemn  sounded  the  still,  small  voice 
nowr  whispering  in  her  heart  than  the  unctuous  tones 
of  Bishop  Cammersell !  How  much  easier  it  was  to 
approach  Him  in  spirit,  than  bodily  through  the  conven 
tional  means  of  weekly  church-going  !  She  walked  on 
faster  and  faster,  until  at  last  arrested  by  the  bright 
face  of  a  little  girl,  who  was  leaning  against  a  gate 
arranging  her  school  books  more  satisfactorily  under  her 
arm . 

'  Who   lives   here,   dear  ?'    asked    Eunice,   more    for 
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want  of   something  to   say  than   from   any  real  desire 
to  know. 

'  Oh,  don't  you  know  ?'  exclaimed  the  child,  starting 
away  from  the  gate  and  looking  frightened.  '  I  thought 
ev'ybody  in  Ashleigh  knew  that !  It's  the  black-eyed 
minister's  house !' 

This  mysterious  announcement  only  made  Eunice 
laugh  gently.  The  child  looked  up  at  her,  also 
smiling. 

'  And  who  is  the  black-eyed  minister  ?' 

'  Oh,  he's  a  good  man,  they  say,  but  dreadful  cross 
an'  hard.  He  thinks  God's  always  mad  writh  ev'ybody. 
An'  his  church  is  so  bare  an'  cold  all  the  old  ladies  get 
rheumatism,  but  they  go,  'cause  when  folks  do  love  the 
black-eyed  minister  they  love  him  real  hard.  But 
mother  'n'  me  we  love  Bishop  Cammersell.  He's  jes' 
like  the  Lord  Jesus  in  the  picture,  an'  his  smile  is  jes' 
lovely.  An'  when  he  says,  "  Suffer  the  little  children 
to  come  unto  Me,"  after  Sunday-school,  all  the  gyrls 
cry.  An'  one  day  he  said  that  about  a  "  cup  of  cold 
water  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  "  when  I  took  him  a 
gourdful  from  our  spring,  an'  I  couldn't  help  cryin' 
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myself.  Ev'ybody's  jes'  wild  'bout  him.  An',  oh,  he's 
got  such  beautiful  white  curls,  an'  his  daughters  do 
dress  so  stylish  !  Mother  says  they  get  their  clothes 
from  New  York.  An'  he's  always  preachin'  'bout 
heaven ;  but  the  black-eyed  minister  he  preaches  most 
'bout  hell.' 

She  stopped,  out  of  breath,  her  chubby  face  glowing, 
the  red  tape  which  fastened  her  slate-pencil  to  her  slate 
wrapped  so  tightly  about  her  forefinger  that  the  flesh  be 
tween  its  cross-work  was  of  a  yellow-white. 

A  sudden  idea  took  possession  of  Eunice.  Kissing  her 
informant,  much  to  that  small  creature's  surprise,  she 
opened  the  gate  and  went  up  the  narrow  brick  walk  to 
the  black-eyed  minister's  house. 

It  was  a  large  stuccoed  building,  with  a  square  porch 
supported  on  four  brick  piles.  Over  one  end  of  this 
porch  a  bare  honeysuckle  -  vine  swayed  about  in  the 
winter  air.  Two  green  tubs,  on  either  side  of  the 
wooden  steps,  held  stunted  cactus  plants.  She  could  see 
behind  the  shining  window-panes  dark-red  curtains 
parted  as  primly  as  the  hair  in  an  old-fashioned  portrait. 
There  was  no  door-bell  or  knocker,  so,  opening  the  green 
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Venetian  blinds  which  protected  the  front-door,  she 
rapped  against  its  panels  with  the  handle  of  her  umbrella. 
A  round-faced  coloured  girl  in  a  checked  blue  cotton 
gown  and  a  big  white  cap  answered  the  knock,  and  said 
her  master  was  at  home. 

Eunice  sat  down  on  a  horsehair  sofa  in  the  sitting- 
room  and  looked  about  her.  The  whitewashed  walls 
bore  the  marks  of  the  brush,  and  there  were  family 
photographs  in  oval  mahogany  frames  hung  at  regu 
lar  distances  over  the  mantelpiece.  Three  chairs,  also 
covered  with  black  horsehair,  were  ranged  against  the 
walls.  There  was  a  marble-topped  table,  on  which 
rested  a  handsome  old  edition  of  '  Pilgrim's  Progress,' 
a  large  Bible  bound  in  calf,  and  a  calendar  set  in  ebony. 
A  rectangular  bronze  clock  ticked  hoarsely  in  the 
centre  of  the  mantelshelf,  and  on  either  side  of  it 
was  a  tall  bronze  candlestick,  from  which  rose  a  tallow 
candle. 

The  room  was  very  cold,  and  Eunice  did  not  unfasten 
her  jacket,  but  sat  with  her  hands  in  her  muff,  trying  to 
imagine  the  black-eyed  minister's  outward  appearance 
by  studying  the  photographs  in  the  mahogany  frames. 
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Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  an  immense  man  ap 
peared  on  the  threshold,  fixing  on  her  his  sunken  but 
piercing  eyes.  On  his  gaunt  frame  hung  a  suit  of  rusty 
black,  his  dark  hair,  short  and  straggling,  showed  a  gray 
thread  here  and  there.  His  clean-shaven  face  was  crossed 
by  haggard  lines.  His  lips  were  but  a  firm  line  above 
his  massive  chin.  The  contrast  of  his  appearance  to 
that  of  Bishop  Cammersell  was  as  striking  as  though 
a  pennon  of  black  crape  were  to  be  set  floating  from  an 
iron  stanchion  against  a  rosy  apple-tree.  He  coughed 
before  speaking,  and  then  said  : 

'  My  servant  did  not  mention  your  name,  madam.' 

'  I  am  Eunice  Bransby — Mrs.  Godfrey  Bransby,'  said 
Eunice,  a  little  nervously.  '  I  do  not  even  know  your 
name,  sir.  I  have  a  friend  who  is  in  great  need  of  advice, 
and  I  was  told  that  a  minister  lived  here.  I  hope  that 
you  won't  think  I  took  a  liberty.' 

He  made  no  direct  answer  to  this  appeal,  but  said,  in 
his  bell-like  voice : 

'  My  name  is  George  Macfarlane,  and  I  am  au  Epis 
copal  minister.  Tell  me  to  what  denomination  you  belong, 
madam.' 
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'I  am  an  Episcopalian,' replied  Eunice  shyly,  begin 
ning  to  understand  why  people  preferred  dapper  Bishop 
Cammersell  to  this  iron-visaged  priest. 

His  face  relaxed  somewhat,  and  he  said  : 

'  Come  to  my  study.  We  can  speak  more  privately 
there,  and  I  will  have  a  fire  lighted.' 

Eunice  followed  him  over  the  worn  oil-cloth  of  the 
narrow  hall,  and,  opening  a  door  to  the  left,  he  showed 
her  into  his  study,  then  called  the  negro  girl,  who  lighted 
two  or  three  shavings  of  piue-wood  under  a  lump  of 
coal  and  left  them  to  their  fate,  without  the  aid  of  a 
blower. 

The  contrast  between  the  Bishop's  study  and  that  of 
Mr.  Macfarlane  was  as  complete  as  that  of  their  per 
sonalities.  The  former  room,  thickly  curtained  and 
carpeted,  had  walls  hung  in  embossed  leather,  a  luxurious 
carved  writing-table,  lounging  chairs  deeply  cushioned, 
sofas,  footstools,  bookcases  lined  with  every  volume 
that  could  edify  or  instruct  an  Episcopal  prelate's  mind. 
Here  there  were  several  stiff-backed  wooden  seats,  an 
uncushioned  arm-chair  covered  with  carpeting,  dark- 
green  shades  on  rollers,  an  old  oak  table,  and  a  pine 
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bookcase  not  more  than  half  filled  with  volumes,  whose 
dingy  covers  showed  that  they  had  been  long  in  their 
owner's  possession.  Over  the  mantelpiece  hung  a  map 
of  the  Holy  Land,  and  resting  against  the  wall,  just 
beneath  it,  was  a  crayon  drawing  of  an  old  lady, 
who  looked  like  Mr.  Macfarlane,  in  a  widow's  dress  and 
cap. 

Eunice  could  not  help  smiling,  as  she  glanced  up  at 
it,  but,  seeing  that  he  regarded  her  gravely,  reassumed 
a  serious  expression. 

'  Now,  madam,'  he  said,  placing  one  of  the  wooden 
chairs  for  her  and  taking  another  himself.  '  If  you 
will  tell  me  your  friend's  trouble  I  will  try  to  advise 
her  ;  but  first  I  should  like  to  know  why  she  did  not 
come  herself.  Is  she  ill  ?' 

'  She  does  not  know  that  I  intended  seeing  anyone 
for  her  to-day,'  answered  Eunice;  'but  she  wrote 
to — to  another  minister,  who  never  answered  her 
letter.' 

'  Did  he  receive  it  ?'  said  Mr.  Macfarlane. 

'  Yes.' 

'  And  was  it  a  letter  asking  for  advice  ?' 
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'  Yes.' 

'  A  respectful  letter  ?' 

'  It  was  a  noble,  simple,  touching  letter,  sir,"  said 
Eunice  earnestly.  '  I  read  it  before  my  friend  posted 
it.  In  it  sbe  asked  as  humbly  as  a  child  to  be  shown 
her  duty.  She  said  that  when  she  knew  what  it  was 
she  would  do  it,  no  matter  at  what  cost  to  herself.' 

'  And  you  are  sure  that  it  was  received  ?' 

'  Perfectly  sure.  I  went  myself  to  see  the  person 
to  whom  it  was  written,  and  the  only  reasons  he  gave 
for  not  answering  it  were  that  it  was  a  very  delicate 
and  dangerous  matter  to  interfere  between  husband 
and  wife,  and  that,  had  he  done  so,  my  friend's  husband 
would  have  had  just  cause  to  be  angry  with  him.  He 
also  said  that  wives  ought  to  know  how  to  decide  such 
questions  for  themselves.' 

Mr.  Macfarlane's  face  grew  sterner  and  sterner,  but 
when  she  finished  speaking,  all  that  he  said  was : 

'  And  now  tell  me  the  cause  of  your  friend's  trouble.' 

Eunice  told  him  in  as  few  words  as  possible,  and  when 
she  finished  he  looked  at  her  with  eyes  softened  by  a 
great  kindliness. 
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'  You  may  tell  your  friend  for  me,'  he  then  said, 
'  that  I  am  glad  in  these  days  of  careless  motherhood 
to  hear  of  a  young  woman  who,  in  spite  of  such  pain 
ful  obstacles,  sees  her  duty  so  clearly  and  performs  it 
so  bravely.  It  would  indeed  be  better  for  a  mother 
to  have  a  millstone  hanged  about  her  neck  and  to  be 
drowned  in  the  depths  of  the  sea  than  to  offend  a 
little  one  whom  God  has  given  into  her  keeping,  body 
and  soul.  If  your  friend  is  in  further  perplexity  of 
any  sort,  I  hope  that  she  will  come  to  me.  At  least  I 
will  give  her  my  honest  counsel,  without  thinking  of 
the  unpleasant  consequences  which  it  may  bring  upon 
myself.  As  for  you,  madam,  your  love  for  your  friend 
is  very  beautiful,  and  the  feeling  which  exists  between 
you  is  a  holy  and  blessed  thing  which  you  cannot  prize 
too  highly  or  thank  God  for  too  earnestly.  I  hope 
that  this  chance  meeting  may  grow  into  a  fuller  acquaint 
ance,  madam,  and  I  assure  you  again  of  my  hearty 
approval  of  your  friend's  conduct.' 

Eunice  thanked  him  again  and  again,  and  when  they 
parted  at  the  door  he  took  her  hands  in  his,  and  said, 
with  deep  gentleness  : 
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'  I  may  have  seemed  cold  to  you,  my  child.  My 
manner  has  always  been  a  source  of  regret  to  me ;  but 
you  have  my  blessing.  I  thank  God  that  I  have  been 
of  service  to  you.' 

Eunice  looked  up  into  the  dark  eyes  with  a  sensation 
of  tears  behind  her  own.  As  she  went  down  the  rickety 
wooden  steps  she  had  lost  all  sense  of  his  hardness,  and 
could  readily  believe  that '  when  folks  did  love  the  black- 
eyed  minister  they  loved  him  real  hard.' 


XXIX. 

THREE  weeks  passed  before  Barbara  got  a  letter  from 
Bering,  although  she  had  written  to  him  very  regularly. 
His  words  were  saltless,  largely  scrawled,  and  touched 
only  on  practical  matters.  Barbara  refolded  the  cold, 
thick  sheets  and  put  them  back  into  their  envelope 
with  a  dry  sensation  at  heart  and  eyes.  She  had  not 
yet  reached  what  Carlyle  calls  '  the  centre  of  indiffer 
ence,'  although  she  was  beginning  to  feel  that  its  arid 
calm,  as  of  the  central  point  in  a  cyclone,  might  be  a 
safe  retreat  from  the  turbulences  of  her  present  life. 

After  a  few  moments  spent  quietly  at  one  of  the 
open  windows,  she  ordered  Wilful  and  started  upon  a 
long  ride. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  April,  the  air  mild  as  a 
fairy's  breath,  the  pear-trees  one  flutter  of  white  blossom, 
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the  peach-trees  frailly  rosy,  the  young  leaf-buds  on 
the  maples  and  poplars  making  a  dim  green  dust 
between  her  and  the  distant  horizon.  Yellow  crocus- 
tips  were  just  breaking  the  black  garden  mould  here 
and  there,  and  violets  crowded  damp  and  pungent  under 
their  matted  leaves.  On  the  greening  hillsides  the 
sheep  moved  lazily,  their  dull-pink  wool,  tinted  by  the 
red  soil,  melting  into  the  general  harmony  about  them. 
The  incessant  bleating  of  the  lambs  was  punctuated 
by  the  sharp  '  tink-tink '  which  came  from  the  bell 
wether's  neck.  A  hundred  different  bird-notes  thrilled 
the  fluctuant  air.  The  singers  whirred  their  gay  wings 
close  to  Barbara's  cheek,  swung  head  down  as  though 
tipsy  with  sunshine  among  the  honeyed  white  of  the 
pear-trees,  alighted  in  Wilful's  haughty  way  and  were 
off  again  before  he  could  send  a  purring  breath  of  inquiry 
through  his  dilated  nostrils.  Butterflies  clear  as  amber 
and  smoother  than  satin  tilted  past  on  the  placid 
breeze.  The  spongy  soil  gave  forth  a  delightful  per 
fume,  as  of  the  quintessence  of  spring.  The  noise  of 
distant  brooks  came  tremulously  to  the  ear.  Under 
foot  was  a  dark  tangle  of  periwinkle,  in  which,  here 
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and  there,  a  pale-blue  flower-star  glimmered  or  a  toad 
stool  perked  its  fat,  white  stem,  on  which  sat  the  round 
umbrella-like  top,  as  daintily  browned  as  a  well-made 
meringue.  In  this  part  of  the  lawn  white  pines  grew 
thickly,  and  the  earth  was  dank  and  rich.  Wild  vines 
covered  the  tree-stems  and  rioted  along  the  ground,  in 
friendly  interlacings  with  the  glistening  periwinkle  trails. 
Wild  strawberries  were  here  in  bloom,  and  here  in  the 
scraggy  branches  of  lopped  cedars  which  had  died  from 
age  one  could  see  the  soft  round  of  nests  and  the  glint 
of  faintly-coloured  eggs. 

When  Wilful  had  jumped  the  octagon,  moss-crusted 
rails  of  the  old  fence  which  girdled  the  grounds,  they  broke 
at  once  from  the  twilight  of  thick  evergreens  into  the  full 
splendour  of  the  day.  There  was  a  wash  of  lucent  gold 
from  east  to  west. 

A  veil  of  transparent  yet  throbbing  glory  seemed  lowered 
between  Barbara's  eyes  and  the  wide  valley  about  her. 
Beyond  was  the  pale-green  shimmer  of  young  oats,  undu 
lations  of  deep-red  soil  breaking  the  tender  monotony, 
tufty  woods,  their  shadows  softened  by  a  vapoury  azure, 
thin  crests  of  tall  stone-pines  glowing  dark  and  bright  as 
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splendid  emeralds.  The  red-bud  trees  made  globes  of 
dusky  colour  far  away,  symmetrical  and  fragile-looking 
as  though  they  had  been  dandelion-balls  dyed  crimson. 
The  sky  was  a  hood  of  harebell-tinted  silk  trimmed  lace- 
like  with  pale  clouds. 

Barbara  rode  on  and  on,  breathing  deep  of  the  generous 
air,  and  feeling  with  a  healthful  pleasure  the  elastic 
movements  of  her  horse.  She  was  in  perfect  accord 
with  the  fertile  beauty  of  the  day  and  season,  and  her 
own  glowing  loveliness  struck  no  note  of  contrast,  but 
was  rather  an  accentuation  of  the  vivid  wonders  about 
her. 

She  came  finally  to  a  branching  road  which  ran  south 
ward  through  a  belt  of  timber  towards  what  was  called 
'  the  flat  woods.'  And  while  she  hesitated,  Wilful,  as 
though  deciding  for  her,  wheeled  suddenly  and  began  to 
gallop  along  this  level  way.  At  first  she  frowned  and 
tried  to  turn  him,  but,  with  a  sudden  change  of  mood, 
urged  him  on  ;  and  so  they  galloped  for  a  long  while 
through  the  spring  forest,  which  was  softly  green  over 
head  and  fragrant  with  the  breath  of  wild  azaleas.  At 
length  the  railway  was  crossed,  and  they  were  well  on 
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their  way  to  the  different  country  which  lay  beyond  the 
flat  woods. 

Between  Barbara's  brows  was  the  little  crease  which, 
with  her,  always  meant  determination.  After  they  had 
gone  about  eight  miles  she  drew  up  beside  a  broad 
willow-edged  stream  and  let  Wilful  pick  his  way  carefully 
down  the  bank  and  thrust  his  muzzle  deep  into  the  lazy 
water. 

As  he  drank,  a  little  flotilla  of  white  geese  sailed  gently 
up  across  the  silver  reflections  of  the  willows,  out-dazzling 
the  radiant  clouds  above.  Their  deep-orange  bills  seemed 
almost  like  flames  darting  from  their  sleek  heads,  and  on 
this  fiery  yellow  the  small  nostrils  looked  like  specks  of 
jet.  A  bird  shook  the  willow-branch  near  her  with  its 
swift  alighting  and  began  its  cheery  call  As  a  child, 
Barbara  had  fancied  that  it  said,  '  We  greet  you  !  We 
greet  you  !  We  greet  you  !  Now  J  Now  !  Now  !  Now  !' 

She  looked  up  in  time  to  see  its  glistening  breast  and 
delicate  claws  before  it  flew  off,  glittering  like  a  bit  of  spun 
glass  in  the  fresh  glare,  then,  Wilful  having  sighed  deeply, 
in  token  that  he  was  content  and  ready  to  start,  they 
went  on  along  the  now  level  roads. 
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A  half-hour  more  of  trotting  and  cantering,  varied  by  a 
steady  walk  now  and  then,  brought  them  to  a  huge  old 
gate  of  wrought  iron,  swung  between  granite  posts,  on  the 
balls  of  which  clung  falcons  with  their  wings  spread.  A 
tumble-down  stone  wall,  held  from  utter  dilapidation  in 
many  places  by  the  strong  bands  of  the  Virginia  creeper, 
ran  from  this  gate  to  right  and  left  until  hidden  by  hedges 
of  mock-orange.  Barbara  opened  the  heavy  gate  with  her 
riding-crop  as  though  accustomed  to  its  eccentricities,  for 
she  was  careful  to  hold  the  handle  of  her  whip  against  it 
until  Wilful  was  well  through,  when  it  clanged  to  again 
as  though  with  a  spring. 

The  road  was  no  longer  red,  but  of  a  gray-white,  and 
wound  along  between  gently-curving  fields,  downy  with 
young  grass  and  sometimes  dignified  by  an  immense  oak, 
on  whose  gnarled  branches  the  tender  leaves  had  an  in 
appropriate  and  frivolous  look,  sometimes  varied  by  the 
tall  streak  of  a  Lombardy  poplar  like  a  Titanic  exclama 
tion  point  against  the  blond  sky.  A  long  avenue  of 
Norway  spruces  made  a  dark  tunnel  through  the  bril 
liant  wall  of  the  day,  and  under  these  Barbara  guided 
Wilful. 
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These  trees  were  very  old  and  grew  in  fantastic  shap 
One  was  like  a  vast  lyre,  another  was  twisted  into  a  hi  ,.- 
S,  another   resembled   the   zigzag  of   the   conventio- .. 
thunderbolts  grasped  by  Zeus   in  a  child's  mytholo     > 
Their  young  cones,  oozing  with  sap,  hung  brightly  gre- 
among  the  sombre  tassels.     Wilful's  hoofs  struck  noifc  ; 
lessly  upon  the  matting  of  brown  tags,  or  crunched  upc  -, 
the  dry  resin-tipped  cones  of  last  year's  growth.    A  warr  , 
thrilling  odour  enfolded  her,  and  through  the  openin 
in  the  dark  boughs  little  slits  of   sunlit  grass   beyoi 
shone  with  a  jewelled  brightness. 

At  the  end  of  this  avenue  there  was  a  gate,  whicj 
opened  upon  a  field  of  wheat,  and  in  the  centre  of  thii 
field  a  white  oblong  gleamed  through  a  railing  c 
iron. 

When  Barbara  reached  the  gate  she  slipped  down, 
tied  Wilful  to  one  of  its  posts,  and,  passing  through 
closed  it  as  gently  as  though  she  were  entering  the 
room  of  a  sleeping  child.  With  her  habit  gatherec 
under  one  arm,  and  her  eyes  bent  gravely  on  the  narrow 
path,  she  walked  on  towards  the  white  stone.  A  youn^ 
larch-tree  grew  near  the  iron  railing,  and  as  she  reached 
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it  she  saw  that  someone  was  standing  on  the  other  side, 
%*  for  a  white  gown  showed  through  the  fringe  of  foliage. 
This  figure  was  slight  and  small,  and  leaned  with  one 
cheek  against  the  hand  which  grasped  the  rusty  iron 
above  its  head.  The  other  hand  held  a  basket  of  white 
and  blue  violets.  Beyond  was  a  foam  of  young  pear- 
trees— the  grass  of  the  enclosure  was  freaked  with  their 
blown  petals. 

'  Kitty  ?'  said  Barbara,  whispering,  and  with  a  cer 
tain  questioning  inflection  as  though  doubtful  of  her 
welcome. 

The  girl  turned  with  a  violent  start,  her  face  pale, 
her  eyes  wide.  They  looked  at  each  other  a  moment 
in  silence.  Then  Barbara  made  an  impetuous  move 
ment,  and  caught  the  other  to  her  breast,  kissing  her, 
at  the  same  time,  on  the  cheeks,  hair,  and  forehead. 

'  Forgive  me,  Kitty,'  she  said  at  last.  '  You  used  to 
love  me.' 

'  I  have  never  stopped  loving  you,'  murmured  the  girl 

faintly.     She  was  trembling,  and  her  basket  of  violets 
I 

lay  overturned  at  her  feet.     '  But  why — why '     She 

broke  off  and  stood  devouring  Barbara's  face  with  her 
VOL.  n.  23 
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large  eyes,  which,  although  of  a  soft  blue,  were  strangely 
like  Bering's. 

'  Why  have  you  come  here  ?'  she  went  on  abruptly. 
'  Are  you  happy  ?' 

'  No,  dear,'  said  Barbara  quietly.  '  But  I  thought  you 
were  in  Normandy  still  at  school,  Kitty.  I  thought  no 
one  was  here  but  the  old  servants.' 

'  No.  I  came  last  week.  Aunt  Miriam  is  with  me.' 
Then  she  added  timidly  :  '  I  will  go  away,  Barbara, 
and — and  come  back — afterwards,  if  you  wish.' 

'  Thank  you,  dear  Kitty,'  answered  Barbara,  in  the 
same  still  voice.  '  That  will  be  very  sweet  of  you.' 

'  And  the  violets — I  should  love  you  to  have  them,' 
suggested  Kitty  shyly. 

But  Barbara  shook  her  head. 

'  No,  dear,  that  is  your  own  offering.  Those  lovely 
pear-blossoms  are  all  that  I  could  wish.  But  thank 
you,  darling — thank  you,  darling  Kitty.' 

The  girl  threw  herself  upon  Barbara's  breast  with  a 
sudden  movement. 

'  Oh,  Barbara,'  she  cried,  '  you  love  him  best  !  You 
love  him  best !  I  have  known  it  always.  I  was  only  a 
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little  thing,  but  I  knew  you  couldn't  love  another  time 
as  you  loved  him.  Tell  me  it's  true,  Barbara!  Tell  me! 
tell  me  !' 

1  It's  true,  sweetheart,'  said  Barbara,  her  lips  white. 

'  Oh,  thank  God  !'  cried  the  girl.  '  Thank  God  !  But 
how  sad  !  I  am  very  cruel.  You  must  be  so  miserable, 
Barbara.' 

'  Not  always,'  answered  Barbara  gently.  'There  are 
different  ways  of  loving,  dear  child.' 

'  And  you  love  this  one  a  different  way  ?'  asked  Kitty, 
a  tinge  of  jealousy  sharpening  her  voice. 

'Yes,  dear.' 

'  You  do  love  him,  then  !     Is  he  good  to  you  ?' 

'  He  loves  me  as  he  has  never  loved  anyone  else.' 

'  As  you  loved  Val  ?' 

1  No  ;  men  don't  love  like  that.' 

'  Val  loved  you  like  that.  More  than  that !'  cried  the 
girl,  with  sudden  fierceness.  '  He  would  never  have 
married  again.  I've  heard  him  say  so.' 

Barbara  was  silent,  her  lips  still  pale. 

'  Oh,  forgive  me  !'  cried  Kitty,  with  a  gush  of  tears. 
« I  have  never  judged  you,  Barbara.  I — I  know  how 
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much  he  was  like  Val.     I  shall  always  love  you.     I  shall 
never  say  anything  to  hurt  you  again.' 

Barbara  tried  to  smile  in  sign  of  forgiveness,  but 
her  parted  lips  only  trembled,  and  two  large  tears  ran 
slowly  from  her  lowered  eyelids.  Kitty  kissed  them 
away,  with  passionate  murmurs  of  self-reproach,  and 
whispered : 

'  I'll  leave  you  now,  darling.  Stay  as  long  as  you  wish. 
I'll  keep  everyone  away.' 

Barbara  nodded,  and  after  one  more  straining  embrace 
Kitty  turned  and  ran  swiftly  along  the  winding  path  which 
led  to  the  avenue  of  spruce-trees. 

When  she  was  out  of  sight  Barbara  gathered  an  armful 
of  the  white  pear-bloom,  and,  entering  the  enclosure,  went 
and  knelt  beside  the  white  stone.  She  had  taken  off  her 
riding-hat,  and  the  April  sunshine  lighted  her  hair. 
After  a  little  while  she  bent  and  kissed  the  grass  which 
covered  Valentine's  grave  ;  then,  turning,  pressed  her 
lips  to  the  carved  letters  of  his  name.  She  kept  them 
there  so  long  that  the  cold  marble  grew  warm  beneath 
her  touch.  With  one  hand  she  smoothed  the  long  grass 
as  though  it  had  been  the  coverlet  of  her  child.  An 
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irrepressible  anguish  mingled  with  a  solemn  joy  rose 
through  her  veins  until  her  submerged  heart  felt  as 
though  it  must  suffocate. 

'  My  darling  !  my  darling  !  my  darling  !'  she  said  over 
and  over.  '  My  own  !  my  very  own  !  My  first  love  !  my 
kind  love  !  my  best  love  !' 

Her  tears  now  fell  so  fast  that  her  cheeks  were  wet,  as 
though  bathed  in  rain.  There  was  no  sobbing — only  the 
continual  gush,  as  though  from  the  very  fountain  of  her 
soul.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  knelt  there,  in  that 
ecstasy  of  exquisite  pain  and  tenderness,  for  a  long  while. 
Then,  as  though  remembering  a  forgotten  duty,  she 
began  to  lay  the  pear-blossoms  very  gently  upon  the 
mound  beside  which  she  knelt,  almost  as  though  she 
feared  to  waken  someone.  Afterwards  she  put  her  arm 
about  the  stone,  and,  leaning  her  cheek  against  it,  was 
motionless  again.  She  felt  no  need  of  explaining  any 
thing,  even  to  her  own  heart.  She  had  made  a  sorrowful 
mistake,  but  it  was  only  sorrowful,  not  wilful,  and  she 
felt  that  her  '  kind  love  '  would  understand,  as  he  had 
always  done.  The  love  that  she  gave  him,  so  passionately 
ethereal  in  its  lastingness,  immortalized  him  until  he 
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seemed  to  her  a  very  presence — as  real  as  the  sunlight 
about  her,  although  as  intangible.  She  had  needed  the 
terrible  experience  of  her  second  marriage  to  learn  the 
lesson  of  real  love — that  love  which  is  the  result  of 
perfect  companionship,  of  mutual  reverence,  of  soul- 
accord  as  fine  and  perfect  as  that  of  two  instruments 
keyed  to  the  same  pitch,  which  is  as  indescribable  as 
perfume,  as  ineffable  as  the  music  heard  in  dreams  ;  to 
which  passion  bears  the  relation  of  his  sceptre  to  a  king, 
its  colour  to  a  flame ;  which  is  neither  entirely  tenderness 
nor  entirely  fire,  but  that  royal  blending  of  the  two  which 
means  completeness  ;  a  feeling  in  which  nature  becomes 
divine  and  divinity  natural ;  which  gives  wings  to  the 
heart,  and  hallows,  by  its  supreme  instinct,  every  subtlest 
detail  of  human  life.  This  love,  unknowing,  she  had 
given  to  Valentine — still  gave  it  to  him,  chastened  and 
intensified  by  the  anguish  she  had  suffered  since  his 
death.  But  she  had  also  learned  to  put  aside  all  longing 
for  supreme  happiness  in  her  present  life.  To  be  su 
premely  strong  for  the  happiness  of  others  was  now  her 
heart's  desire.  In  spite  of  all  the  pessimism  and  scep 
ticism  of  the  age  there  was  in  her  a  wholesome  fervour 
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of  belief  in  the  final  working  together  of  all  things  for 
good,  an  unconquerable  voice  which  spoke  lowly  in  the 
silence  of  her  soul,  and  which  said,  '  God  is  in  me  and  I 
in  Him.'  She  had  determined  to  put  from  her  all  regrets 
which  might  weaken  her  power  for  good  in  the  world 
about  her.  Her  love  for  Valentine  must  pass  from  an 
unutterable  sorrow  to  a  mighty  consolation — an  upholding 
proof  of  the  possibility  of  idealness  in  human  love.  That 
she  was  capable  of  an  emotion  so  pure,  so  entirely  apart 
from  the  material,  gave  her  a  sense  of  worthiness  at  once 
refreshing  and  soothing.  She  honoured  her  nature, 
which  was  at  the  saine  time  so  loyal,  so  courageous,  and 
so  wise,  for  she  knew  that  these  quiet  hours  beside  the 
grave  of  her  first  love  separated  her  life  into  two  parts. 
For  the  last  time  she  yielded  herself  to  these  sorrowful 
sweet  memories.  For  the  last  time  she  gave  up  her  soul 
to  him.  When  she  turned  from  that  quiet  place  it  would 
be  to  take  up  her  life  as  it  was  and  to  bear  it  unflinchingly 
until  the  end. 

She  knew  that  in  a  different  way,  as  she  had  said  to 
Kitty,  she  loved  Bering,  and  as  she  sat  there  with  her 
cheek  against  the  stone,  she  was  filled  with  a  profound 
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determination  to  make  him  happy,  to  help  him  to  develop 
what  was  highest  in  his  nature,  to  win  him  utterly  by  her 
unfailing  sympathy  and  patience. 

The  air  was  cooling.  A  level  glimmer  drowsed  over 
the  green  reaches  about  her.  Once  more  she  pressed 
her  lips  to  the  cold  marble,  clasping  it  about  with  her 
warm  arms,  as  though  it  had  been  a  living  thing  and 
could  respond  to  her  passion  of  renunciation,  of  farewell, 
of  forgetfulness.  Her  thick  hair,  so  easy  to  uncoil,  fell 
down  upon  its  austere  whiteness — the  hair  that  he 
had  loved !  For  the  first  time  she  sobbed  heart- 
brokenly. 


XXX. 

IT  was  not  until  the  first  week  of  May  that  Barbara 
received  from  Dering  any  definite  account  of  his  plans. 
She  then  learned,  to  her  intense  surprise,  that  he  had 
sailed  for  Japan  with  another  friend,  whom  he  had  met 
in  San  Francisco,  and  that  the  Lelands  had  already 
returned  to  Washington. 

A  sword-pang  went  through  Barbara's  heart.  Was 
she,  then,  to  lose  even  the  compensation  of  his  love  ? 
Must  she  bear  her  life  without  the  mere  comfort  of 
feeling  that  she  bore  it  for  one  who  loved  her,  no 
matter  how  harshly  ?  She  was  bewildered,  and  sat 
looking  at  the  letter  in  her  hand,  and  saying,  '  God 
help  me  !  God  help  me  !'  in  a  dulled  voice.  There 
was  no  higher  human  power  to  whom  she  felt  like 
turning  for  advice.  At  the  thought  of  Bishop  Cam- 
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mersell  her  strong  lip  curled.  Mr.  Macfarlane  was  a 
high-minded  but  conventional  parson,  whose  ideas  of 
marriage  were  probably  comprised  in  St.  Paul's  pithy 
saying,  '  Wives,  submit  yourselves  unto  your  own  hus 
bands,  as  unto  the  Lord.'  Several  hundred  years  divided 
her  from  the  people  who  lived  about  her — -from  their 
creeds  and  customs.  Still,  she  felt  that  she  must  make 
every  effort  to  keep  her  husband  from  drifting  wilfully 
or  unconsciously  into  a  life  of  hard  isolation.  She  went 
and  knelt  down  by  Fair,  who  was  brandishing  her  pretty 
legs  and  tugging  at  the  toes  of  her  gaily  -  coloured 
socks,  making  little  clucking  sounds  of  replete  pleasure 
the  while. 

'  Poor  baby !  what  have  you  got  to  suffer  ?'  she  said 
bitterly. 

Fair  gave  a  gurgling  laugh  for  reply,  and  showed  her 
pink  gums  with  a  supreme  lack  of  vanity.  Her  great 
eyes,  feathered  with  long  lashes,  glared  brilliantly  up 
into  Barbara's  face. 

'  My  eyebrows,  my  hair,  my  forehead — his  eyes  and 
mouth,'  she  murmured  on.  'What  is  in  store  for  you? 
Will  you  suffer  most  or  make  others  suffer  ?  As  you're  a 
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woman-child,  poor  mite,  I  suppose  it  is  you  who'll  have 
the  sharpest  pangs.' 

'  A-glee !  A-glee !  A-glee !'  was  Fair's  response,  blotting 
out  her  mother's  nose  and  mouth  with  a  down-soft  palm. 

Barbara  kissed  it  as  it  clutched  at  her  lips,  then, 
taking  it  in  her  own,  played  with  the  fingers,  so  like  pale 
honeysuckle-buds. 

'  Oh,  you  pretty  one !'  she  went  on  presently,  tears  in 
her  wistful  eyes.  '  Perhaps  by  another  cradle,  at  this 
very  minute,  another  mother,  as  unhappy  as  I  am,  is 
wondering  over  the  future  of  the  atom  who  is  to  darken 
all  your  life.  Poor  babykin  !  Poor,  pretty  babykin  !  I 
feel  half  guilty  when  I  look  at  you.  But,  oh  !  if  I  have 
learned  any  wisdom  through  my  own  pain,  I  will  try  to 
save  you  from  such  tortures — if  you  will  be  saved  !' 

She  smiled  sadly,  sceptically,  leaning  her  head  against 
the  railing  of  the  white  crib.  Fair  plunged  her  released 
fingers  into  the  heavy  coils  of  hair  and  jerked  them  with 
fierce  delight. 

'Oh,  you  cruel  little  thing!'  cried  Barbara,  starting 
up,  tears  of  pain  succeeding  the  tears  of  tenderness. 
'  Are  you  beginning  to  hurt  me  already  ?' 
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'  A-glee  !  A-glee  !'  bubbled  Fair  imperturbably,  once 
more  attacking  the  loose  toes  of  her  socks,  and  taking  no 
further  notice  of  her  mother. 

Barbara  went  over  to  the  window  and  stood  looking 
out  at  the  lawn,  which  was  dusted  with  buttercups. 

'  How  idiotic  of  me  to  be  hurt  by  that  little  creature  ! 
And  yet  I  am  hurt.  I  must  be  more-  stoical — I  will  be. 
I  cannot  live  in  this  way.  Now  I  will  be  practical,  and 
go  for  a  long  ride.  Eamie  dear,  order  Wilful ;  and,  if 
you  would  like  to,  you  shall  go  with  me.  You  can  ride 
the  brown  mare.' 

Barneses,  who  was  a  fervent  horsewoman,  was  in  an 
ecstasy  of  delight.  When  they  started  off,  she  galloped 
behind  her  mistress  until  Barbara  turned,  with  a  smile, 
and  beckoned  her  to  her  side. 

'  Now,  Eamie  dear,'  she  said,  '  I'm  a  girl  again,  and 
so  are  you,  and  we  are  going  to  talk  like  sisters.  Isn't 
it  a  perfect  day  ?  Look  at  those  clouds  over  there  with 
that  curious  round  hole  in  them.  The  sunlight  streams 
through  like  the  spokes  of  a  wheel,  doesn't  it  ?  Why, 
how  strange !  how  lovely  !  There's  a  little  rainbow  on 
one  side.  Look  !' 
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'  Dat's  what  de  coloured  folks  calls  a  sun-dawg,' 
answered  Eameses. 

'  And  what  does  it  mean  ?'  said  Barbara. 

'  Hit  means  bad  weather.' 

'  I  never  saw  it  before,  did  you  ?' 

'  Oh,  yease'm  ;  an'  hit  always  mean  bad  weather — 
dat  sun-dawg  mean  bad  weather — he  so  beeg.' 

'  Well,  here's  a  good  piece  of  road.  Let's  gallop,' 
broke  in  Barbara,  with  a  sigh. 

When  they  pulled  up  again,  she  said  abruptly  : 

'  Eamie,  are  you  glad  or  sorry  that  slavery's 
over  ?' 

<  Why,  Miss  Barb'ra  ?' 

'  Because  I'm  glad.  Those  dreadful  stories  you  tell 
me  !  I  couldn't  have  borne  it.  It  would  have  made  me 
so  miserable.  And  yet,  when  the  slaves  were  happy, 
they  were  very  happy,  weren't  they?' 

'  Some  wuz  in  heaven  an'  some  in  hell.  Dat  wuz  de 
wust  of  hit,'  said  Eameses  slowly. 

'  But  you  ?'  said  Barbara. 

'  Me?  Lor'  !  Ole  miss  jes'  rottened  me  wid  goodness. 
But  shuh !  talk  'bout  slav'ry,  Miss  Barb'ra,  I'se  been  a 


142  BARBARA  BERING 

slave  an'  I'se  seen  slaves  an'  I  knows,  an'  dis  slav'ry  uv 
marriage  is  de  wussest  slav'ry  in  life  !  Ef  I  could  git  free 
onct,  I'd  run,  ef  anybordy  call  de  name  "  man."  : 

Barbara  laughed  outright.  Then  she  held  out  her  hand 
affectionately,  and  Martha  Ellen  placed  in  it  her  slim 
brown  fingers. 

'  Are  you  so  unhappy,  dear  ?'  said  Barbara  gently. 

'  Gawd,  He  knows  I'se  mizzabul,'  answered  the  other, 
her  great  eyes  brimming  over.  '  I'se  ben  so  true  an'  kine 
tuh  Tobit,  Miss  Barb'ra.  But  shuh !  mens  ain'  got  de 
sense  dey  bawn  wid,  nohow.  Dat  critter  Tobit  run  arter, 
she  jes'  ez  black  an'  bony  ez  a  griddle  !' 

Here  Martha  Ellen's  unfailing  sense  of  humour  made 
her  show  her  pretty  teeth. 

'  He  isn't  worth  your  little  finger,'  cried  Barbara  hotly. 
'  How  can  you  bear  it,  Eamie  ?' 

'  Wommens  has  tuh  bear  things,  somehow,  Miss  Bar 
b'ra,'  said  the  other  concisely.  '  Dat's  how  I  bears  hit.' 

Barbara  was  silent  for  a  long  while.  When  she  looked 
about  her  again,  she  saw  that  a  great  cap  of  clouds  was 
settling  over  the  fields. 

'  Hit's  dat  ole  sun-dawg,'  said  Rameses. 


BARBARA   BERING  143 

'  And  my  saddle's  turning,'  replied  Barbara.  She 
slipped  down  and  began  to  investigate,  while  Martha 
Ellen  held  Wilful's  bridle.  '  Good  heavens  !  the  girth's 
broken.  What  a  bore  !' 

'  An'  dat's  a  bad  storm  comin'  up,'  said  the  other 
ominously.  '  You  git  up  on  my  hawse,  Miss  Barb'ra  an' 
I'll  walk  an'  lead  Wilfur.' 

As  they  were  standing  there  a  rattling  of  wheels  came 
nearer,  and  Barbara  saw  that  it  was  Bransby  driving 
alone  in  the  children's  buckboard.  He  stopped  to  ask  if 
he  could  help  them. 

'  I  don't  know,'  said  Barbara,  rather  vaguely.  '  There's 
going  to  be  a  storm,  I  think,  and  my  horse  is  afraid  of 
lightning.  I  wouldn't  mind  that,  though,  but  the  girth  is 
broken,  and  I  haven't  a  surcingle.' 

'  I'll  tell  you  what,  Miss  Barb'ra,'  ventured  Barneses. 
'  Ef  Mr.  Bransby  '11  take  you  up,  I'll  lead  de  hawses  tuh 
Susan  Fleinin's,  over  in  dat  field  dere,  an'  you  kin  sen' 
Tobit  fur  'em  when  de  stawm's  over.' 

'  Yes,  do  let  me  drive  you  home,  Mrs.  Bering,'  said 
Bransby,  with  an  attempt  at  cordiality. 

The  clouds  were  now  black  and  veined  with  such  vivid 
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lightning  that  Barbara  consented,  and  got  into  the  buck- 
board.  Bransby  had  no  carriage-rugs  with  him,  and 
Barbara's  short,  scant  habit  displayed  fully  her  arched 
feet  in  their  russet-leather  riding-boots. 

She  smiled  a  little  wickedly  as  she  braced  them  comfort 
ably  against  the  dash-board,  remembering  how  very  long 
poor  Eunice  was  compelled  to  wear  her  habit-skirts,  and 
thinking  of  the  wide,  old-fashioned  trousers  which  she 
strapped  under  her  walking-boots.  Even  this  was  a  con 
cession  over  which  Bransby  had  winced. 

As  they  drove,  he  so  prim  and  erect,  with  his  neat 
little  hands  manipulating  whip  and  reins  as  daintily  as 
though  he  had  been  knitting,  the  spirit  of  mischief  rose 
in  Barbara,  until  presently  she  actually  crossed  one 
knee  over  the  other  with  an  air  of  serene  unconscious 
ness.  She  saw  Bransby's  lips  tighten  and  his  brows  begin 
to  pleat. 

'  How  fortunate  that  you  came  along  when  you  did  !' 
she  then  said,  in  her  sweetest  voice.     '  And  what  a — 
She  cast  about  in  her  mind  for  Bering's  more  sporting 
expressions.     '  What  a  rattling  good  "  gee  "  you've  got 
there  !'  she  ended  glibly. 
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'  Yes,  it's  an  excellent  animal,'  replied  Bransby 
austerely. 

'  Bather  light  of  bone,  isn't  she?'  asked  Barbara,  with 
a  knowing  air. 

'  Of  course  she  is  not  perfect,'  said  Bransby. 

'  Jolly  good  quarters,  though !'  she  went  on  calmly. 
'  Fine  barrel !  Have  you  named  her  yet?' 

'  No ;  we  are  discussing  the  matter  now.' 

'  Good  gracious !'  said  Barbara,  with  elaborate  inno 
cence.  '  Discussing  it !  Why,  there's  only  one  name  pos 
sible  for  her  !' 

'  Indeed  !     And  that  ?'  inquired  Bransby  stiffly. 

'  "  Ballet-girl,"  of  course  !' 

'  "  Ballet-girl  "  ?     But  why,  if  I  may  ask  ?' 

1  Why,  on  account  of  those  long  stockings.  It's  the 
only  name,  really — and  so  original.' 

'Er —  entirely  original,'  admitted  Bransby,  with 
tartness.  '  But — er — er — I  prefer  short  names  for  a 
horse.' 

'Why,  call  her  "Socks,"  then,'  suggested  Barbara. 
'  That's  short  enough,  isn't  it  ?' 

'  I  think  I  shall  let  Eunice  name  her,'  he  replied. 

VOL.  ii.  24 
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Barbara,  who  had  been  searching  for  her  handkerchief 
during  this  conversation,  discovered  an  old  cigarette- 
case  of  Bering's  in  one  of  the  pockets  of  her  covert- 
coat.  Her  eyes  gleamed,  but  she  drew  it  forth  demurely 
and  began  examining  its  contents  with  an  air  of  intense 
interest. 

'  Pshaw  !'  she  exclaimed  at  last,  in  a  tone  of  disgust. 
'  They're  all  broken  !  What  a  shame  !' 

Bransby  could  not  restrain  himself  any  longer. 

'  Excuse  me,  Mrs.  Dering,'  he  said  in  a  withheld  sort 
of  tone,  '  but  as  your  friend's  husband,  as  a  Virginian,  I 
— I  must  really  advise  you  not  to  smoke  on  the  public 
road.' 

Barbara,  who  would  as  soon  have  thought  of  such  a 
thing  as  of  laying  Fair  on  hot  coals  to  secure  her  immor 
tality,  looked  up  with  guileless  eyes,  and  said  : 

'  But  why  ?' 

'  I  do  not  think  your  neighbours  would  understand  it. 
You  would  be  very  harshly  judged.' 

'  Oh,  I  am  that  now,'  she  returned  easily.  '  Having 
one's  neighbours  misjudge  one  is  like  breaking  a 
pair  of  boots.  Just  at  first  it  pinches  a  little,  but 
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that's   soon   over.       However,    I    won't   vex    you     by 
smoking.' 

'  I  am  extremely  indebted  to  you,'  said  Bransby. 

Barbara  took  in  his  whole  attitude  of  controlled  disgust 
from  the  corner  of  her  eyes,  and  was  as  malevolently 
delighted  as  a  child  who  has  played  some  naughty  prank 
on  an  unloved  elder.  Her  fertile  mind  began  to  devise 
new  schemes  for  teasing  him.  A  sudden  inspiration  made 
her  whistle  softly.  This  accomplishment  she  possessed 
in  a  rare  degree,  and  an  impassioned  aria  from  '  Faust ' 
now  fell  flutily  from  her  pursed  lips.  She  broke  off  sud 
denly,  wishing  to  vary  his  torture  as  much  as  possible, 
and  exclaimed  : 

'  Patti  is  to  be  in  Washington  next  week,  and  "  Faust  " 
is  the  first  opera  in  which  she  sings.  Couldn't  we  make 
up  a  party  and  go  to  hear  her  ?  Eunice  would  enjoy  it  so 
heartily.' 

'  I— er — that  is — we  never  go  to  the  opera,'  said  the 
uncomfortable  Bransby. 

'  Not  go  to  the  opera  !'  And  again  she  turned  to  him 
with  that  maddening  '  But  why  ?' 

• 

'  I  disapprove  of  emotional  music.' 
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'  You  disapprove  of  Gounod's  music  ?' 

'  Yes,  and  of  "  Faust  "  particularly.  It  is  an  immoral 
story,  and  the  music  is  in  a  high  degree  immoral.' 

'  Oh,  you  are  a  disciple  of  Tolstoi !' 

'  I  agree  with  him  in  his  views  regarding  such  music, 
assuredly.' 

'  But  what  is  there  in  the  music  of  "Faust "  that  strikes 
you  as  immoral  ?' 

'  It  is  too  intense — too — er — er — unnatural.  The  men 
and  women  of  to-day  do  not  indulge  in  such  overstrained 
emotions.' 

'  But  they  must,  if  this  music  rouses  such  terribly  dan 
gerous  sensations  in  them.' 

She  saw  his  face  turn  a  dull  red  in  the  gathering 
twilight. 

'It  is  useless  for  us  to  discuss  such  matters,  Mrs.  Dering. 
Our  views  are  entirely  opposed.' 

'  Indeed  they  are  !'  breathed  Barbara  fervently. 

Then  she  began  again  : 

'  So  you  believe  that  virtue  consists  in  an  absence  of 
emotion.' 

'  1  did  not  say  that,'  replied  Bransby  uneasily. 
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'  No,  but  you  implied  it.  Now  I,  for  my  part,  think 
that  the  more  we  feel  the  greater  we  are,  and  I  have 
some  very  good  authorities  to  back  me  up  in  this 
opinion.  Gibbon,  Mommsen,  and  Euskin  all  agree  that 
genius  cannot  exist  without  passion.  Life  is  glorious,  and 
those  who  feel  most  live  most  intensely.  To  me  poor 
Gretchen's  story  is  one  of  the  tenderest  and  most  touching 
ever  written.' 

'  Indeed  !'  said  Bransby,  with  thinned  lips. 

'  I  see  that  it  disgusts  you.  If  one  of  your 
d  aughters  happened  to  share  the  fate  of  poor  Olivia 
Primrose,  you  would  not  act  as  the  old  vicar  did,  would 
you?' 

'  Mrs.  Bering,  such  allusions  are  intolerable  !' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  was  simply  stating  an  imagi 
nary  case.  But  it  is  really  a  pity  for  me  to  make  you 
dislike  me  more  than  you  do  already,  because  Eunice  is 
so  dear  to  me.' 

'  Dislike  you  ?'  stammered  Bransby. 

'  Yes — hate  me  almost.  I  really  think  you  have  in 
dulged  in  an  "  intense  emotion  "  there,  Mr.  Bransby,  and 
I  have  been  fanning  it  into  a  still  more  fervid  glow  during 
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the  last  half-hour  !  What  a  pity  !  I  love  Eunice  more 
than  any  woman  in  the  world,  and  her  husband  dislikes 
me  in  proportion.' 

'  I — I  scarcely  know  you,'  murmured  the  wretched 
Bransby. 

'  No  ;  it  is  instinctive,'  said  Barbara  philosophically. 
'  But  perhaps' — she  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face — '  perhaps 
we  might  detest  each  other  less  if  we  knew  each  other 
better.' 

'  So  you  confess  that  you  do  not  like  me,  either  !'  ex 
claimed  Bransby,  catching  at  this  straw. 

'  Why,  you  must  have  known  that  all  along,'  said 
Barbara  with  calmness.  '  Whatever  my  faults  may  be,  I 
am  not  a  hypocrite.' 

'  You  think  me  a  'hypocrite,  I  dare  say,'  returned 
Bransby. 

'  No  ;  I  think  you  narrow,  and — but  what  is  the  use  ? 
I  shall  only  make  you  hate  me  more.' 

'  But  I  wish  to  know.  Please  oblige  me  by  finishing 
your  sentence,'  said  Bransby,  with  an  actual  touch  of 
eagerness.  '  What  is  it  that  you  think  me,  besides 
narrow  ?' 
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'Well,  cold-blooded,'  said  Barbara;  'but  you 
admire  cold-bloodedness,  so  why  should  you  be 
vexed  ?' 

There  was,  in  fact,  no  logical  reason  why  Bransby 
should  feel  the  intense  indignation  which  overwhelmed 
him  at  these  words.  He  did  not  speak  for  some  mo 
ments.  Black  clouds  now  draped  three  parts  of  the 
sky,  and  only  a  faint  crocus-coloured  light  quivered 
along  the  north-east,  A  wild  flag  of  wind  was  shaken 
through  the  air,  and  a  low  noise  of  thunder  rolled  heavily 
overhead.  Some  birds  streamed  twittering  from  a  tree 
close  by. 

'  What  a  storm  it  is  going  to  be  !'  exclaimed  Barbara, 
looking  about  her.  '  I  don't  think  we  can  reach Eosemary 
in  time.  The  Poplars  is  nearer.'  , 

A  blare  of  thunder  shook  the  darkening  air.  Again  the 
birds  shrieked  and  circled,  and  the  mare  began  to  snort 
nervously  and  twitch  her  ears. 

'  Is  she  lightning-shy  ?'  asked  Barbara. 

'  I  don't  know,'  answered  Bransby,  who  was  rather 
pale.  '  I  have  only  had  her  a  wreek.  But  pray  don't  be 
alarmed.' 
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'  Oh,  don't  bother,'  she  said  cheerfully.  '  I  was  never 
afraid  of  horses,  or  lightning  either.  Besides,  one  wouldn't 
get  much  of  a  fall  from  this  trap.' 

Bransby  gave  her  an  admiring  glance,  in  spite  of  him 
self.  Her  attitude  was  one  of  such  calm  ease  and  self- 
confidence,  as  she  sat  leaning  back,  one  foot  braced  in 
front  of  her,  her  arms  lightly  folded.  She  was  not  pale. 
On  the  contrary,  her  colour  had  deepened  richly  in  the 
strong  wind.  Her  serene  eyes  were  bent  upon  the  ever- 
narrowing  band  of  yellow  glare  before  them.  She  looked 
as  composed  as  a  young  goddess  who  had  ordered  a  big 
thunder-storm  for  her  amusement  and  was  watching  its 
progress  from  some  safe  shelter. 

'  I'm  afraid  you  will  be  thoroughly  drenched,'  he  said 
at  last.  '  I've  no  rugs  with  me,  and  I  felt  a  drop  on  my 
cheek  just  then.' 

'  That's  nothing,'  she  rejoined  gaily.  '  I'm  neither 
rheumatic  nor  consumptive,  or,  as  my  old  mammy  used 
to  put  it,  I'm  not  made  of  salt  or  sugar,  and  won't 
melt.  I  rather  like  a  good  sousing  once  in  a  while.  Look 
out!' 

A  flash  of  lightning  shimmered  across  the  northern  sky, 


BARBARA  BERING  153 

and  the  mare  reared  and  plunged  frantically  for  a  second 
or  two. 

Barbara  clinched  her  hands  in  her  effort  to  resist  the 
impulse  to  take  the  reins  from  Bransby's  incapable-look 
ing  little  fingers  ;  but  he  managed  somehow. to  pull  things 
together,  and  they  went  on  again. 

'If  we  can  only  make  the  first  gate  before  it  gets  quite 
dark,  we'll  be  all  right,'  she  said,  in  her  cheery  voice, 
which  was  such  a  contrast  to  his  agitated,  wrinkled  little 
face. 

'  Ah,  yes,  yes,  so  we  will !  That  is  the  gate  now,  isn't 
it  ?  And  open,  too  ?' 

The  darkness  had  closed  down  as  suddenly  as  a 
black  cloth  thrown  over  a  cage.  They  could  not  see 
an  inch  in  front  of  them,  until  a  flicker  of  lightning 
showed  the  gateway  and  its  tall  posts.  The  gate  was 
open. 

'  I  suppose  you  know  the  way  better  than  I  do,'  she 
ventured  to  suggest,  as  he  drove  through,  scraping  the 
off- wheel  as  he  did  so  ;  '  but  I'm  going  to  remind  you  that, 
about  twenty  yards  from  here  there's  a  rather  bad  ditch, 
so  keep  well  to  the  right.  Hullo,  though  ! — where  are 
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you  going  ?  Aren't  you  driving  up  a  bank  ?  I'm  sure 
}rou  are.  This  isn't  the  road.' 

Another  flare  of  lightning  showed  her  the  scared 
oblong  of  Bransby's  face  and  his  hands  tugging  unskil 
fully  at  the  bewildered  mare's  mouth.  They  were  half 
way  up  a  steep  bank  to  the  right.  Again  they  drove  on 
a  little  way  in  some  order,  but  Barbara  had  now  gathered 
herself  together  alert,  ready  to  spring  when  the  final 
fiasco  came,  as  she  felt  it  must.  True  to  the  courtesy  of 
the  craft,  she  had  not  once  laid  her  hands  on  Bransby's 
fingers. 

Another  flash  of  rose-white  glare,  another  wild  plunging 
to  right  and  left.  Again  the  lightning.  She  saw  the 
rnarj's  glistening  back  for  an  instant,  as  she  reared 
desperately,  then  found  herself  all  of  a  sudden  sprawled 
out  upon  the  warm,  palpitating  body  of  the  fallen  brute. 

She  got  at  once  to  her  feet,  felt  for  the  horse's  head, 
and,  grasping  the  bit,  shouted  to  Bransby.  He  answered 
frantically : 

'  Yes.  I'm  not  hurt.  I'm  coming.  Are  you  safe,  Mrs. 
Dering  ?  Thank  God  !  Where's  the  mare  ?  She's  run 
away,  I  suppose  ?' 
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'  No,  she  hasn't,'  Barbara  called  back.  '  Don't  come 
any  nearer  yet — she  might  strike  you  in  scrambling  up. 
So,  my  pet !  So,  my  beauty  !  There  you  are  !' 

She  patted  and  soothed  the  mare,  who  was  once  more 
on  her  legs,  trembling  and  snorting  with  fright.  The  rain 
now  fell  in  torrents,  and  the  thunder  was  dying  away 
towards  the  south-east. 

'  Thank  you  a  thousand,  thousand  times,  Mrs.  Dering!' 
gasped  forth  Bransby,  limping  up.  '  How  very  brave  of 
you  to  stand  by  the  mare  !  Are  you  sure  you're  all 
right?  I've  hurt  my  knee  somehow.  Nothing  of  any 
consequence,  but  it's  rather  hard  for  me  to  walk.  Ugh  !' 
he  ended,  with  a  wheezing  sound,  squeezed  from  him  by 
pain. 

The  hissing  darkness  surrounded  them  for  miles,  and 
they  could  only  guess  their  whereabouts  by  the  now 
infrequent  glimpses  of  the  lightning. 
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BARBARA  could  not  help  laughing  at  their  absolute  help 
lessness.  The  rippling,  human,  healthy  sound  rang  out 
through  the  streaming  night,  and  at  once  Bransby  felt 
his  nerves  steadied  and  his  heart  cheered  in  spite  of 
himself.  He  was  conscious,  with  a  strange  little  pang, 
that  his  ideal  woman  would  be  sadly  out  of  place  in  this 
situation,  and  that  Eunice's  trailing  skirt  and  long 
trousers  would  be  absolute  disadvantages  where  the 
scorned  russet  boots  and  short  habit  were  now  shown  to 
be  so  sensible. 

'  If  your  knee  is  hurt,  Mr.  Bransby,'  she  said,  when 
she  had  conquered  her  desire  for  mirth,  '  why  don't  you 
get  into  the  trap  ?  I  can  guess  the  way  pretty  well,  and 
I'll  lead  the  mare  until  we're  in  the  road.' 

'  Impossible !'  whistled  Bransby,  who  was  now  clinch- 
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ing  his  under  lip  with  his  teeth.  '  I  could  not  think  of 
allowing  you  to  do  such  a  thing.' 

'  But  if  you  faint  it  will  be  ten  times  harder  for  me,' 
said  Barbara  practically  ;  '  and  I  can  tell  by  your  voice 
that  you  are  suffering  a  great  deal.  Do  let  me  help  you 
into  the  waggon.' 

'  No,  no  !'  moaned  Bransby. 

They  went  on  slowly  for  a  few  yards. 

'  Mr.  Bransby  !'  called  Barbara  suddenly. 

'  Yes,'  he  whispered  back  in  faint  tones. 

There  was  now  a  watery  glimmer  as  of  coming 
moonlight.  Objects  could  be  seen  in  blurry  masses. 
She  ventured  to  leave  the  mare's  head  and  run  to 
Bransby. 

'  What  is  it  ?     Are  you  worse  ?'  she  asked. 

1 1  do  not  know.     I  feel  very  giddy,'  he  replied. 

'  How  is  your  knee  hurt  ?'  she  then  demanded.  '  Is  it 
sprained  or  cut  ?' 

'  Cut,  I  think.' 

'  Good  heavens,  man  !  you  may  be  bleeding  to  death  ! 
It  may  be  an  artery  !' 

Her  voice  was  anxious  for  the  first  time,  and,  kneeling 
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down,  she  peremptorily  rolled  up  his  trouser  and  felt  his 
knee.  A  jet  of  soft,  warm  fluid  at  once  shot  through 
her  fingers,  splashing  her  cheek  and  breast.  She  said 
nothing  to  Bransby,  but,  taking  off  one  of  her  elastic 
garters,  and  feeling  for  the  silver  skewer  which  fastened 
her  braids  in  place,  began  deftly  to  arrange  a  tourniquet 
above  the  knee-cap.  Bransby  was  by  this  time  so  faint 
that  he  leaned  heavily  against  the  back  of  the  buckboard 
without  offering  any  remonstrance. 

'  I  must  hurt  you  a  little,  Mr.  Bransby,'  she  said 
presently,  as  her  strong  hands  continued  to  twist  the 
improvised  ligature,  '  and  when  I  have  this  as  tight  as  I 
can  make  it,  you  must  help  me  by  trying  to  hold  it  in 
place,  and  then  get  into  the  cart.  I'm  afraid  you've 
hurt  yourself  very  badly.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Bransby,  in  a  queer,  far-away  voice,  and 
then  all  at  once  he  doubled  up  in  a  heap  against  her 
shoulder. 

For  the  first  time  Barbara  felt  desperate.  The  mare 
was  only  standing  still  from  shere  bewilderment,  and 
might  tear  off  at  any  moment,  dashing  the  buckboard 
to  pieces,  and  scaring  poor  Eunice  terribly.  Then  she 
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would  be  left  alone,  for  an  indefinite  length  of  time,  in 
this  glimmering  darkness,  with  her  arch-enemy  swooning 
on  her  shoulder,  and  only  her  twisted  garter  between 
him  and  death.  Again  she  felt  an  almost  ungovernable 
laughter  welling  within  her,  but  shut  her  lips  firmly  and 
refused  to  give  way  to  the  inappropriate  desire.  Then 
she  thought  of  hallooing  for  help,  but  was  afraid  to  do 
this  on  account  of  the  mare. 

'  She — she  stands  very  well,'  murmured  Bransby, 
coming  partially  to  his  senses.  '  Where  am  I  ?  What's 
the  matter  ?' 

'  Lie  still !  Lie  still !' said  Barbara  irritably.  'You've 
cut  an  artery,  I'm  afraid,  and  it's  all  I  can  do  to  keep 
this  tourniquet  tight  enough.  Please  lie  still.  I'm  very 
strong  ;  I  don't  feel  your  weight  at  all.' 

Bransby  was  too  faint  and  dazed  to  resist,  and  let  his 
head  drop  back  upon  one  of  the  broad  shoulders  which 
he  had  so  often  sneered  at  as  '  unfeminine.'  Barbara 
was  suddenly  aware  of  a  crisp,  curt  sound,  and  knew 
that  the  mare  was  cropping  the  wet  clover. 

'  Thank  God !'  she  could  not  help  exclaiming. 

'  Tor  what  ?'  said  poor  Bransby. 
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'  Why,  the  mare  is  grazing.  I  couldn't  leave  you,  and 
I  was  afraid  that  she  would  bolt  and  frighten  Eunice. 
How  do  you  feel  now  ?' 

'  Dizzy,'  said  Bransby,  trying  to  lift  his  head.  '  Very 
dizzy,'  he  gulped,  letting  it  fall  back  again. 

'  Do  you  happen  to  have  a  flask  of  brandy  about  you  ?' 
asked  Barbara. 

'  I — I — have  not  touched  a  drop  of  liquor  for  fifteen 
years.  I  would  not  touch  it  now,  though  I  were  dying.' 

'  The  devil  you  wouldn't !'  said  Barbara,  with  stern 
unconsciousness  of  her  strong  language.  '  If  I  had  some 
brandy  here,  we  should  soon  see  whether  you'd  take  it 
or  not.' 

She  gave  him  a  slight  shake  in  her  vexation. 

'  Mrs.  Dering  !  —  Mrs.  Dering  !'  murmured  poor 
Bransby,  '  you — you — you  have  saved  my  life.  I  thank 
you.  But — but — such  expressions  !  Eunice — you  are 
her  friend.  It — it  is  terrible — to  hear  a  woman  use 
such — such —  His  head  dropped,  and  he  fainted 

again.  Then  Barbara  gave  way  and  laughed  heartily, 
though  somewhat  drearily. 

'  To  think  of  my  using  such  masculine  language  to 
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such  a  lady-like  little  man  !'  she  said  at  last.  '  Why, 
I  actually  said  "  the  devil  "  to  him  !  I  doubt  if  he  ever 
speaks  to  me  again !'  And  a  rhyme  that  she  had  once 
read,  in  some  magazine,  began  to  run  in  her  head  : 

'And  I  own  I  fairly  revel 
In  the  way  that  you  say  "  devil," 
Jeannie  Welsh  Garlyle.' 

All  at  once  she  saw  a  small,  blurred  gleam  moving 
uncertainly  in  the  murky  distance,  then  another  and 
another.  Her  heart  gave  a  relieved  jump.  She  knew 
that  these  will-o'-the-wispish  lights  were  the  lanterns  of 
those  whom  Eunice  had  sent  out  to  look  for  Bransby. 
When  the  men  had  lifted  him  into  the  buckboard,  and 
she  sat  beside  him  still  grasping  the  tourniquet,  she 
realized  for  the  first  time,  with  a  horrified  shiver,  that 
he  might  have  died  out  there  against  her  shoulder. 

It  was  not  until  the  doctor  had  come  and  gone  and 
Bransby  was  safe  in  bed  that  she  dared  laugh  again. 
And  this  she  did,  until  Eunice  declared  her  hysterical, 
and  brought  her  a  foaming  milk-punch  which  she  had 
shaken  with  her  own  hands. 

The  next  day  Barbara  had  one  of  her  severe  head- 
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aches,  and  her  head  was  found  to  have  been  badly 
bruised,  in  spite  of  her  thick  hair.  Eunice  insisted  on 
keeping  her  with  her,  for  a  week  at  least,  and  Fair  was 
sent  for  and  comfortably  established  in  a  sunny  room 
next  to  the  children's  nursery.  The  week  lengthened 
into  a  fortnight,  and  the  fortnight  into  a  month,  and 
still  Barbara  remained. 

It  was  the  last  of  May  before  Bransby,  whose  wound 
had  been  followed  by  a  fever,  was  allowed  to  come 
down  and  lie  upon  a  sofa  in  the  library,  although  he 
had  moved,  from  room  to  room,  upstairs.  Barbara,  who 
was  sitting  there  when  he  was  brought  in,  offered  to  read 
to  him.  Bransby  accepted  this  offer  before  Mrs.  CrosdilPs 
dark  figure  unsheathed  itself  from  the  long  white  muslin 
curtains  at  one  of  the  windows. 

'  I  have  been  looking  forward  to  the  pleasure  of  read 
ing  to  you,  Godfrey,  for  many  weeks,'  she  said. 

Bransby  looked  appealingly  from  one  woman  to  the 
other,  and  Barbara  said  at  once,  with  her  ready  good- 
humour  : 

'  Why,  of  course,  Mrs.  Crosdill.  I  should  never 
have  offered  had  I  known  that  you  were  in  the  room. 
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But  can't  I  find  a  book  for  you  ?  What  shall  it  be — a 
novel?' 

'  Yes  ;  a  novel,  please,'  murmured  Bransby. 

'  A  standard  romance,  Mrs.  Bering,'  added  his 
sister. 

'  Well,'  announced  Barbara,  from  her  perch  on  the 
step-ladder,  '  here  is  a  beautiful  edition  of  Thackeray. 
It  makes  one  long  to  read  him.  Eeally,  I  can't  see  what 
more  you  could  ask  than  "  Heury  Esmond,"  illustrated 
by  George  du  Maurier.' 

'Yes;  let  it  be  "Henry  Esmond."  I  haven't  read 
that  since  I  was  a  boy.' 

'Ah,  yes,'  echoed  Mrs.  Crosdill,  'that  is  the  book 
in  which  that  lovely  scene  occurs  where  those  verses 
from  the  Psalms  are  quoted.  Pray  let  me  have  that, 
Mrs.  Bering.  And  how  charmingly  it  is  illustrated  ! 
This  young  girl  coming  downstairs — she  is  like  that 
portrait  of  Marianne  Bransby  by  Reynolds,  is  she  not 

Godfrey?     And  here  is  a My  dear  Godfrey!'  she 

exclaimed,  closing  the  heavy  volume  with  a  clack, 
'  is  it  possible  that  Thackeray  wrote  of  such — such  in 
decencies  !' 
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'  What  indecencies  ?  What  indecencies,  Lydia  ?'  asked 
Bransby  nervously. 

'  Why,  there  is,  in  this  book ' — she  dropped  it  sud 
denly  on  a  table  near  by  as  though  contaminated — 
'  there  is  in  that  book  an  illustration,  actually  an  illus 
tration — I  am  almost  ashamed  to  utter  the  words — but 
a  drawing  of  a  man — kissing — a — woman's — foot.'  The 
last  word  was  spoken  in  an  almost  inaudible  whisper. 
'  And  people  have  Thackeray's  works  in  their  household 
library ! — free  to  their  children  !  Why,  Winifred  may 
have  looked  at  that  very  picture — your  innocent  child, 
Godfrey !' 

'  What  picture  ?'  demanded  Winifred,  appearing  sud 
denly  as  though  by  magic,  with  a  large  silver  mug  of 
milk  clasped  to  her  soiled  pinafore,  and  a  large  slice 
of  brown  bread  and  honey  in  the  other  hand.  '  That 
be-yeutiful  picture  where  Mr.  Esmond  kisses  Miss 
Beatrix's  foot?  Of  course  I've  seen  it,  an'  it's  lovely. 
An'  don't  you  say  horrid  things  about  it,  Aunt  Lydia, 
because  you  jes'  dote  on  bishops,  an'  people  used  to  kiss 
their  feet.' 

Barbara,   who   had   been    sitting   on   the   top  of   the 
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step-ladder  during  this  scene,  her  brows  lifted  and 
her  hands  clasped  about  her  knees,  nodded  sly  en 
couragement  to  Winifred,  during  that  young  lady's  fiery 
speech. 

'An' — an','  continued  Win,  waxing  bolder  and  bolder, 
'  it  ain't  horrid  at  all,  'cause  I've  seen  Barbara's  husban' 
kiss  her  foot,  and  it  looked  so  pretty  that  I've  played 
it  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bridegroom,  in  my  doll's  house,  so 
there  !' 

Barbara  was  in  convulsions  of  silent  mirth,  Bransby 
staring  helplessly,  and  Mrs.  Crosdill  literally  stupefied 
with  conflicting  emotions.  Then  she  said,  in  a  low 
venomous  voice  to  her  brother  : 

'  This  comes  from  allowing  your  wife  to  choose  her 
own  companions  against  your  wishes !'  After  which 
gracious  speech  she  left  the  room. 

'  Father,'  said  Winifred,  her  voice  tremulous  with 
passion,  '  I  think  Aunt  Lydia's  a  wicked  woman  to  say 
such  things  at  Barbara.  An'  after  Barbara  saved  your 
life,  too  !  An'  I  b'leeve  it's  all  because  you  couldn't  make 
anybody  kiss  her  higious  ole  feet.  An' ' 

'  Hush !'   cried   Bransby,   with    such   explosive    force 
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that  Win's  red  mouth  shut  like  a  trap,  and  she  turned 
and  walked  solemnly  back  into  the  dining-room,  to 
finish  her  lunch. 

'  Well,  Mr.  Bransby,'  said  Barbara  demurely,  '  shall 
I  read  "  Henry  Esmond"  to  you,  or  is  its  immorality 
really  too  great  ?' 

'  My  sister  has — er — very  strong  feelings  about  such 
things,'  he  answered  nervously. 

'  Does  she  really  think  it  wrong  for  Esmond  to  have 
kissed  Beatrix's  foot  ?' 

'  Er — er — I  fancy  it  is  more  a  question  of — er — of 
refinement.' 

'  But  a  pretty  foot  is  considered  a  sign  of  refinement, 
is  it  not?  Surely  such  an  act  is  only  a  chivalrous 
homage.  What  possible  immorality  could  there  have 
been  in  Esmond's  touching  his  lips  to  Beatrix's  instep  ?' 

'  I — er — these  things  are,  of  course,  a  matter  of 
taste.  I  myself  do  not  see  any  exact  immorality  in  it, 
but — er — 

'  Oh,  well !  I  suppose  it  depends  upon  the  foot  and 
the  man,'  said  Barbara,  laughing.  '  Beatrix  had  a 
pretty  foot  and  Esmond  a  gallant  nature.  I  can't 
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imagine  Calvin's  kissing  his  sweetheart's  foot,  for 
example,  or  Coriolanus,  or  Jack  Cade,  or  Orson,  or — or 
— Bishop  Cammersell,  for  that  matter!' 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Bering !' 

'  Why  do  you  exclaim  so  ?'  asked  Barbara  malevo 
lently.  '  Is  there  anything  in  the  Thirty-nine  Articles 
against  a  bishop's  kissing  his  sweetheart's  foot?' 

'  No,  no  ;  of  course  not !  Only  these  things  have  a 
shocking  sound  to  an  orthodox  Christian's  ears.  I  am 
sure  you  mean  no  harm,  but  I  fear  that  you  are  very, 
very  unorthodox.' 

'  I  am,'  said  Barbara  briefly. 

'  I  have  even  heard  that  you  are  an  infidel.' 

'  No  ;  that  I  deny,'  she  said,  with  sudden  sternness. 

'  Then,  would  you  mind  telling  me  your  exact  views?' 
he  said,  with  a  kind  of  anxiety. 

'Yes,'  she  answered,  'I  should,  for  three  reasons: 
first,  because  I  have  no  fixed,  rigid  form  of  belief; 
secondly,  because  my  views  would  be  sure  to  clash  with 
yours,  and  I  do  not  like  religious  discussions ;  and, 
thirdly,  because  I  am  answerable  to  God  alone  for  my 
thoughts  and  beliefs.' 
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'  I   hope   that   I    have   not   made    you    angry,'   said 
Bransby. 

He  was  conscious  of  a  curious  change  in  his  feelings 
towards  her  ever  since  the  night  when  her  presence  of 
mind  had  saved  his  life.  Merely  feminine  attributes 
had  not  been  so  solely  valuable  to  him  since  that  time. 
While  he  continued  to  require  them  in  his  wife,  he  had 
come  to  the  conclusion  that,  in  his  neighbour's  wife,  he 
did  not  altogether  disapprove  of  the  lack  of  them,  in 
moderation.  His  feeling  of  gratitude  had  also  dulled 
the  edge  of  his  dislike  for  her.  She  had  even  a  curious 
charm  for  him  which  was  something  like  that  exercised 
by  the  wreathings  of  brightly -coloured  serpents  behind 
protecting  sheets  of  glass.  Her  unconventionalities,  and 
what,  to  him,  were  her  irreverences,  almost  her  blas 
phemies,  acted  like  a  tonic  on  his  torpid  vitality,  now 
made  feebler  and  more  languid  than  ever,  by  the  low 
fever  through  which  he  had  just  passed.  He  was  like 
the  friend  of  St.  Augustine,  who,  having  allowed  himself 
to  look  upon  the  forbidden  sight  of  the  circus,  con 
tinued  to  gaze  at  it,  with  more  and  more  absorbing 
interest,  until  finally  its  fascination  overcame  him  and 
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he  could  not  coerce  his  unwilling  eyes  into  submission. 
Bransby,  while  disapproving  of  Barbara's  ideas  and 
ethics  as  strongly  as  ever,  had  become  unwillingly 
enthralled  by  her  keen  personal  charm,  although  this 
was  a  fact  which  he  did  not  admit  to  himself.  He  took 
occasion  for  stating  calmly,  in  his  very  long  prayers, 
that  he  was  forcing  himself  to  take  an  interest  in  Barbara 
on  his  wife's  account,  since  she,  Eunice,  persisted  in 
having  her  for  a  friend. 

It  was  his  plain  duty,  he  explained  to  Providence,  to 
try  to  soften  Mrs.  Bering's  wild  views  of  life,  since  she 
was  the  chosen  and  intimate  companion  of  the  woman 
he  had  promised  to  cherish.  He  ended  by  asking  Provi 
dence  to  bless  his  poor  endeavours  and  to  enable  him  to 
conquer  his  dislike  for  the  object  of  his  prayers. 

He  was  somewhat  astonished,  in  the  present  instance, 
to  find  how  anxiously  he  waited  to  hear  that  he  had 
not  made  her  angry,  and  how  relieved  he  was  when 
she  assured  him  that  he  had  not  done  so.  At  the  same 
time  he  was  aware,  with  a  fantastic  incongruity,  that 
he  had  ceased  objecting  to  the  faint  dusting  of  freckles 
which  made  her  pale  skin  bloomy.  When  this  change 
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had  taken  place  he  could  not  precisely  remember,  and 
it  was  certainly  not  in  answer  to  prayer.  He  made  a 
sudden  restless  movement,  and  she  stopped  her  favourite 
trick  of  gazing  out  of  window  and  came  towards 
him. 

'  You  look  uncomfortable.  I  will  beat  up  your  pillows 
for  you,"  she  said  kindly. 

As  she  bent  over  him  Bransby  caught  the  sea-like  per 
fume  of  her  hair,  and,  glancing  up,  saw  that  there  were 
little  flecks  of  gold  in  the  brown  of  her  grave  eyes.  He 
caught  his  breath  suddenly. 

'  Are  you  in  pain?'  she  asked,  arranging  the  last  pillow. 
'  Shall  I  call  Eunice  to  loosen  the  bandages'?' 

'  No,  no  !'  he  said  hastily.  '  I  would  be  very  grateful 
if  you  would  read  to  me.  Anything  you  choose.  Take  a 
book  at  random.' 

He  closed  his  eyes  listlessly,  but  could  still  see,  as 
though  they  had  been  open,  the  wreath  of  her  bright 
hair,  the  soft  flow  of  her  silkish,  gray-blue  gown,  and  the 
stir  of  a  dark  rosebud  which  she  had  fastened  at  her 
breast. 
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BARBARA  was  also  beginning  to  think  that  she  had  done 
Bransby  injustice.  Seen  through  the  magnifying  glass  of 
every-day  contact,  certain  virtues  became  apparent  and 
certain  faults  assumed  that  interesting  quality  which  char 
acterizes  most  unpleasant  things  thus  closely  scrutinized 
under  a  powerful  lens.  Barbara  wondered  at  the  con 
sistency  with  which  he  pursued  his  uncomfortable  prin 
ciples. 

As  soon  as  he  was  able,  he  left  the  reclining-chair, 
which  he  had  been  obliged  to  use  while  an  invalid,  and  re 
mained  for  hours  sitting  bolt  upright  in  the  most  uncom 
fortable  attitude.  For  recreation  he  was  reading  Kenan's 
*  Life  of  Christ,'  on  which  he  had  a  lock  put,  that  he 
might  turn  the  key  in  it  when  he  wished  to  lay  aside  his 
book,  thus  assuring  himself  that  none  of  the  feminine 
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portion  of  his  household  should  be  contaminated  by  even 
a  glance  between  such  infidel  pages.  He  acknowledged 
once  to  Barbara  that  the  work  caused  him  much  more 
pain  than  pleasure,  but  that  he  felt  it  to  be  his  duty  to 
master  all  atheistic  arguments  that  he  might  arm  himself 
with  suitable  and  logical  replies. 

As  for  Barbara,  she  had  grown  quite  at  her  ease 
with  him — even  ventured  to  tease  him,  and  at  times 
to  make  sly  fun  of  his  ruling  theories,  when  Mrs.  Cros- 
dill  was  not  by.  He  would  smile  stiffly  and  anxiously 
under  her  quizzing,  with  that  nervous  compression  of 
the  lips  that  seems  to  imply  a  fear  of  their  splitting  at 
the  corners.  But  when  his  sister  happened  to  be  present, 
a  comical  look  of  appeal  would  creep  over  his  pale  and 
artificial  little  face,  and  his  eyes  would  flit  nervously 
from  her  to  Barbara  and  then  back,  after  a  fashion  that 
only  aggravated  his  tormentor's  demure  malevolence. 

Mrs.  Crosdill's  dislike,  on  the  other  hand,  increased  as 
her  brother's  lessened,  until  she  distinctly  hated  their 
guest,  and  wrote  long  letters  of  piously-worded  innuendo 
to  Bishop  Cammersell  as  the  only  means  of  relieving  her 
surcharged  spirit. 
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Without  hinting  such  a  thing  to  Eunice,  Barbara  had 
determined  in  her  heart  to  reform  and  revitalize  Bransby 
as  much  as  possible,  even  if  to  accomplish  this  end  she 
had  to  use  a  series  of  shocks  on  her  subject's  nerves  as 
startling  and  quite  as  wholesome  as  those  given  by  an 
electric  battery. 

For  instance,  she  sent  for  her  banjo,  on  which  she 
thrummed  passably,  and  began  to  sing  old  negro  and 
Scotch  and  Irish  melodies  and  love-songs  to  the  entranced 
children,  tuning  the  instrument  to  such  a  low  pitch,  in 
order  to  suit  her  low  voice,  that  the  slack  strings  scarcely 
gave  forth  more  than  a  drowsy  humming.  This  method 
had  to  be  resorted  to,  because  Barbara's  knowledge  of  her 
banjo  was  limited,  and  she  had  not  more  than  four  or  five 
sets  of  chords  at  her  command.  What  there  was  of  her 
voice,  however,  had  a  certain  delicious  quality. 

At  first  Bransby  contented  himself  with  not  inter 
fering.  One  evening,  however,  as  she  was  sitting  at 
sunset  on  the  steps  of  the  old  stone  porch  at  the  back  of 
the  house,  singing  to  Lois  and  Win,  while  they  ate  their 
supper  of  bread-and-milk,  he  came  up  and  formally 
asked  her  if  she  knew  a  certain  version  of  '  Abide  with  me  ' 
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which  he  particularly  admired.  Fortunately,  although 
her  repertoire  did  not  include  many  hymns,  she  did  happen 
to  know  the  very  one  that  he  wished  to  hear,  and  sang 
it  to  him  as  soon  as  she  could  settle  upon  the  accompani 
ment. 

Lois  and  Win,  who  were  seated  opposite  each  other  at 
a  very  small  white  wooden  table,  waited  decorously 
enough  until  she  was  through  ;  but  as  soon  as  she  stopped 
banged  loudly  with  both  mugs  and  spoons  and  demanded 
'  Nelly  Gray  '  and  '  Widow  Machree.'  Barbara  compro 
mised  by  giving  them  '  Eobin  Adair.' 

'  But  how  can  you  ask  me  to  sing,'  she  broke  off 
suddenly,  '  when  there's  such  a  voice  as  Eunice's  in 
the  house  ?  What  a  revelation  she  would  make  of 
Eobin  !  It's  too  bad  she  never  sings  now !  It's  a 
shame  not  to  have  a  piano  here  !  Do  send  for  one,  Mr. 
Bransby — do  !  and  make  Eunice  sing  you  "Eobin  Adair." ' 
.  He  moved  and  gave  his  uneasy  smile  : 

'  You  forget  I  am  really  sincere  in  my  doubts  about 
music.' 

'  Oh,  oh  !'  said  Barbara  to  herself.  '  His  doubts ! 
He  used  to  be  quite,  quite  sure,  when  I  first  met  him, 
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that  music  was  an  invention  of  the  Evil  One.'  To  him 
she  said,  laughing  : 

'  Oh,  don't  be  so  consistent  !  The  only  good  in  making 
up  one's  mind  is  in  watching  the  pleasure  one's  friends 
get  out  of  pulling  it  to  pieces.  It's  exactly  the  principle 
on  which  Lois  and  Win  make  gardens.  Isn't  it,  dears? 
Why,  there  wouldn't  be  an  atom  of  fun  in  raking  a  bed 
quite  smooth  to-day  and  sowing  pounds  and  pounds  of 
seed  in  it,  unless  you  meant  to  hoe  it  all  up  to-morrow. 
Would  there,  now  ?  Ah,  do  get  a  piano  !  A  house  with 
out  a  piano  is  like  a  letter  without  a  stamp,  or  a  dolly 
without  a  squeak.  Isn't  it,  Lolo  ?' 

'  Thert'ny  ith,'  said  Lois,  rounding  her  solemn  eyes 
upon  her  father,  and  scrubbing  even  the  tip  of  her  pink 
tongue  on  her  napkin  in  order  to  perform  the  duty  of 
wiping  her  button-hole  mouth  with  absolute  conscien 
tiousness.  Win  did  not  say  anything.  In  fact,  she  was 
rather  frightened  at  Barbara's  boldness. 

The  next  day,  as  Bransby  was  standing  by  one  of  the 
drawing-room  windows,  looking  out  over  the  spring 
lawn,  his  sister  came  up  and  remained  silently  near 
him.  They  were  both  watching  a  little  procession 
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which  was  making  its  way  over  the  grass  to  the  great 
elms  near  the  centre  of  the  lawn.  Barbara,  tall  and 
gay,  in  a  soft,  pale  pink  muslin  gown,  led  the  way,  her 
baby  over  her  shoulder,  its  head,  in  its  little  white  sun- 
bonnet,  making  a  daisy-like  nodding.  After  her  trotted 
Win  and  Lois,  also  with  white  sun-bonnets,  and  last  of 
all  came  Eunice,  rather  pale,  under  her  parasol  of  lilac 
silk.  They  saw  Barbara  toss  her  banjo  and  book  upon 
the  grass,  then  throw  herself  down  like  a  child  and  roll 
about,  shaking  convulsive  chuckles  from  Fair,  whom 
she  held  overhead  in  both  hands.  Eunice,  settling 
herself  near  by,  smiled  at  the  ecstatic  little  creature, 
and  gave  it  the  round  ivory  handle  of  her  parasol  to 
clutch. 

'  What  very  extraordinary  antics  Mrs.  Dering  per 
mits  herself !'  said  Mrs.  Crosdill  suddenly,  in  her 
thin,  curdled  tones.  Bransby  started  and  changed 
colour. 

'  I  did  not  know  that  anyone  was  in  the  room,'  he  said 
with  some  nervousness. 

'  I  am  very  sorry  if  I  startled  you,  Godfrey.  But  do 
look  !  I  beg  of  you  to  look  !  Even  with  your  changed 
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views  you  must  confess  that  it's  rather  shocking  to  see 
a  baby  given  a  banjo  for  a  plaything  !' 

'  My  changed  views,  Lydia  ?  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Yes  !  yes  !  I  see  the  banjo.  I  must  confess  that  I  should 
not  like  Eunice  to  own  one,  but  we  must  not  make  Pro 
crustean  beds  of  our  views.' 

Mrs.  Crosdill  looked  at  him  sharply,  never  having 
heard  of  Procrustes,  and  inclined  to  suspect  that  this 
strange  term  applied  to  beds  was  some  of  Barbara's  un 
orthodox  and  dangerous  teaching. 

'  Touch  pitch,  and  one  knows  what  follows,'  she  said 
tartly. 

'How  do  you  mean  "  touch  pitch,"  Lydia?  Whom 
do  you  refer  to  ?  "  Touch  pitch  !"  It  is  not  a  very  nice 
expression — not  at  all  the  sort  of  expression  which  you 
generally  use.' 

This  was  not  calculated  to  soothe  Mrs.  Crosdill. 

'  My  dear  Godfrey,  excuse  me  if  I  say  that  you  know 
very  well  to  what  I  allude.  Did  I  not  actually  hear 
that  woman  trying  to  persuade  you — you — to  admit  a 
piano  into  this  house  ?  And  did  you,  or  did  you  not, 
.  listen  patiently  ?  After  all  these  years  spent  on  disci- 
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plining  Eunice  in  the  matter,  too  !  I  shall  not  be  sur 
prised  to  hear  that  you  allow  secular  music  to  be  played 
and  sung  under  your  roof  on  Sunday  next  thing  !  And 
do  you  think  that  you  are  doing  your  duty  in  letting 
your  innocent  children  partake  in  the  gambols  of  that 
hoyden?  Do  you  think  her  negro-minstrel  songs  are 
calculated  to  improve  them  mentally,  or  to  aid  you  in 
your  system  of  education  for  them  ?  You  seem  to  have 
grown  blind  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  as  poor  St. 
Paul  did.  I  only  hope  that  God,  in  His  mercy,  will 
see  fit  to  lighten  your  darkness.  Why,  the  very  colour 
of  the  woman's  hair  is  enough  to  warn  you  against  her ! 
Such  violence !  Such  boldness  !  Who  ever  heard  of  a 
genteel,  refined  Christian  woman  with  crimson — yes, 
crimson  hair  ?' 

Bransby  was  intensely  vexed,  all  the  more  so  that 
he  felt  his  sister's  reproach  to  be  in  some  measure 
merited. 

'  Excuse  me,  Lydia,  if  I  call  your  attention  to  the  fact 
that  you  are  being  as  unreasonable,  in  holding  Mrs.  Dering 
to  account  for  her  hair,  as  you  would  be  in  blaming  an 
Indian  for  the  colour  of  his  skin.' 
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'  "  Skin  !"  Such  a  disagreeable  word — "  skin  !"  '  mur 
mured  his  sister  in  parenthesis. 

'  I  must  say,'  he  continued — '  I  must  say  that  you  show 
a  personal  feeling  against  Mrs.  Bering  which  is  quite 
apart  from  what  you  might  naturally  feel  against  her 
mistaken  theories  and  ideas.' 

In  reply  to  this  daring  speech  she  drew  herself  quite 
an  inch  taller  and  left  the  room.  After  hesitating  for 
a  second,  Bransby  went  to  join  the  group  on  the  sunny 
lawn. 

He  found  Barbara  trying  to  prize  a  katydid  from  Fair's 
tense  fingers  without  doing  violence  to  the  large-eyed 
insect.  Fair  was  too  deeply  interested  in  baffling  her 
mother's  humane  attempt  to  think  of  protesting  in  any 
other  way  until  poor  katy  was  finally  rescued,  upon  which 
she  set  up  a  loud  roar,  shaping  her  small  mouth  to  the 
exact  likeness  of  a  tragic  mask,  and  blotting  her  eyes  from 
sight. 

'  Here,  Fair,  don't  cwy,  don't  cwy  !'  urged  Lois,  unable 
to  endure  the  sight  of  such  anguish.  '  Here's  a  cwicket, 
a  bootiful,  bwown  cwicket.' 

And  as  Fair  stopped  short  in  the  midst  of  a  howl,  and 
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stared  inquiringly  through  great  tear-blobs,  Lois  extended 
her  pink  fist,  against  which  a  young  grasshopper  was 
bracing  his  hinge-like  legs  in  a  desperate  effort  to  escape. 

It  took  all  of  Barbara's  witch-like  knowledge  of  child- 
nature  to  convince  Lois  that  she  was  not  a  cruel  mamma 
and,  at  the  same  time,  to  rouse  her  pity  for  the  grass 
hopper  which  Fair  was  so  anxious  to  dismember ;  but 
peace  reigned  at  last,  and  Lois  grew  absorbed  in  watching 
a  pretty  Alderney  heifer  that  was  lying  in  the  shade  of  a 
horse-chestnut. 

Presently  she  said,  in  a  lowered  voice  : 

'  Barbara,  what  ith  the  doing?' 

'  Euminating,  my  dear,'  answered  Bransby,  who  had 
become  anxious  of  late  to  appear  more  interested  in  his 
children. 

1  Woominating  ?'  said  Lois,  her  small  brow  perplexed. 
'  Woominating  ?  She  lookth  ath  if  the  were  eating  her- 
thelf.' 

Whereat  Bransby,  rather  disconcerted,  joined  a  faint 
note  of  laughter  to  the  merry  peal  that  came  from  Barbara 
and  Eunice. 

After  awhile  the  children  began  to  beg  to  go  to  the  corn- 
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house,  and  Eunice  offered  to  take  Fair  to  her  room  with 
her,  as  she  said  that  the  glare  was  beginning  to  give  her 
a  headache.  Bransby  decided  to  join  the  expedition,  and 
the  four  set  off  along  a  pretty  path  which  led  through  a 
field  of  clover. 

The  corn-house  was  a  weather-grayed,  square  structure, 
standing  on  locust  posts  near  the  ice-pond,  and  through 
the  open  slats  could  be  seen  the  ivory-coloured  ears  of 
maize  slanting  nearly  against  the  roof  of  one  side. 

'  They  look  like  giants'  teeth  grinning  at  us,'  observed 
Win,  who  printed  blood-curdling  fairy-stories  in  pencil  on 
the  margins  of  old  magazines,  much  to  Mrs.  Crosdill's 
disgust. 

'  Oh  don't,  Win  !  How  horrid  !'  protested  Lois,  sidling 
closer  to  Barbara. 

Bransby  here  undertook  to  give  Win  a  lesson  in  literary 
composition. 

'  That  isn't  what  we  call  a  good  simile,  Winifred,  my 
dear,'  he  said,  speaking  very  distinctly,  '  because  there  is 
nothing  that  could  represent  the  mouths  of  the  giants.  It 
is  quite  impossible  that  the  side  of  a  building  should  re 
mind  you  of  the  mouth  of  a  giant.' 
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Win  skipped  along  cheerful  and  unimpressed. 

'  I  wasn't  talkin'  'bout  mouths  ;  I  was  talkin'  'bout 
teetJi.  They  do  look  like  teeth,  don't  they,  Barbara  ?' 

'  But  people  never  have  but  two  rows  of  teeth,'  ob 
jected  her  father,  '  and  on  every  ear  of  corn  there  are 
at  least  ten.  You  see  you  are  still  exaggerating,  my 
daughter.' 

'  Well,  that's  the  fun  of  it!'  exclaimed  Win.  'Be 
sides,  Uncle  Hezekiah  Johnson's  got  three  rows,  'cause 
I  made  him  open  his  mouth  and  let  me  see — an"  it  was 
true !' 

'  Ith  thplendid  to  play  dentitht  with  'em,'  added  Lois 
gravely. 

'  To  play  dentist  ?'  repeated  Bransby. 

'  Yeth ;  we  dig  holeth  in  the  gwainth  and  then  fill  'em 
with  the  thilver  off  of  bottleth.' 

This  almost  incomprehensible  sentence  Barbara  had  to 
translate  to  him,  whereat  he  gave  way  to  a  puzzled  smile 
and  dropped  the  subject. 

Inside  of  the  corn-house  was  a  dusty,  sweet-smelling 
gloom,  pierced  here  and  there  by  rays  from  the  brilliant 
day  without.  The  large  room  was  divided  off  at  one  end, 
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and  in  the  smaller  apartment  some  sitting  hens  clucked 
warningly  as  they  entered.  The  children  fell  at  once 
into  a  game  of  romps,  scrambling  up  the  steep  and  uncer 
tain  bank  of  corn,  and  laughing  as  they  slid  back  upon  the 
floor  with  each  effort. 

At  first  Barbara  joined  in  their  fun,  but  finally  grew  so 
warm  that  she  climbed  up  a  ladder  which  had  been  placed 
against  one  wall  and  seated  herself,  with  her  book  in  her 
lap,  on  a  sort  of  ledge  which  allowed  her  feet  to  rest 
upon  the  top  of  the  mound  of  corn.  Bransby  followed 
her  and  sat  down  beside  her.  She  had  taken  off  her 
large  straw  hat  and  was  fanning  herself  with  it.  At 
each  vigorous  gust,  the  tendril-like  curls  above  her  fore 
head  lifted  themselves  on  end  and  gave  forth  a  rich 
sparkle. 

Her  cheeks  reddened  and  paled  under  her  quick  heart 
beats,  and  her  laughing  lips  were  a  little  parted.  Bransby 
could  feel  how  wan  and  meagre  he  must  look  beside  this 
glowing  condensation  of  life  and  health.  He  thought, 
without  reserve,  that  in  her  girlish  pink  gown,  and  with 
the  noble  curve  of  her  head  bare,  she  was  the  most 
beautiful  human  being  that  he  had  ever  seen.  That 
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magnetism  which  for  some  time  past  he  had  begun  to 
feel  drew  him  now  so  powerfully  that,  without  being 
conscious  of  it,  he  moved  a  little  closer  to  her  along  the 
dusty  ledge. 

'  Isn't  it  nice  here  ?'  she  asked  gaily,  roused  by  his 
movements.  '  I  dote  on  a  genuine  old  Virginian  corn- 
house,  don't  you  ?' 

Bransby  gazed  at  her  almost  solemnly,  and  said  in 
measured  tones  : 

'  It  may  seem  strange  to  you,  but  I  do  not  think  that 
I  was  ever  in  one  before,  not  even  as  a  child.' 

'  Poor,  poor  you  !'  returned  Barbara,  shaking  her  head. 
'  Didn't  you  think  it  was  right  to  enter  a  corn-house  ?' 
she  then  added,  with  some  mischief. 

Bransby  flushed. 

'  I  am  convinced  that  you  do  not  credit  me  with  a 
single  natural  impulse,  Mrs.  Bering,'  he  said  stiffly. 

'  Not  that  exactly ;  but  I  do  think  that  you  cry  to 
most  of  them  as  the  cockney's  wife  in  "  Lear  "  did  to  the 
eels  "  when  she  put  them  i'  the  paste  alive.  She  rapp'd 
'em  o'  the  coxcombs  with  a  stick  and  cry'd,  '  Down, 
wantons,  down  !'  " 
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But  Bransby  did  not  smile. 

'  I  consider,'  he  remarked,  '  that  we  are  put  into  this 
world  to  curb  our  natural  inclinations.' 

'  And  I,'  returned  Barbara,  '  that  we  are  meant  to 
develop  them  in  the  right  direction.' 

'  Of  course  I  recognise,  Mrs.  Bering,  that  our  philo 
sophies  differ  widely ;  I  am  a  very  orthodox  man,  while 
you — pardon  me,  but  indeed  I  think  that  you  will  not 
deny  that  you  are  quite  the  opposite.' 

'  Quite/  assented  Barbara. 

'  Now,  this — pardon  me  again — but  I  cannot  consider 
this  exactly  feminine.' 

'  Of  course  you  mean  according  to  your  views  of  what 
is  feminine,  Mr.  Bransby.' 

'  Of  course ;  but  my  views  are  the  generally  accepted 
views.' 

'  Oh  no  !'  Barbara  could  not  help  exclaiming.  '  I  don't 
think  that  you  can  quite  say  that.' 

'  I  should  have  said,  perhaps,  that  they  are  the 
generally  accepted  views  among  a  certain  class  of  people. 
I  really  think,  Mrs.  Bering,  that  you  are  your  own  worst 
enemy.' 
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He  looked  at  her  anxiously  and  somewhat  depre- 
catingly,  but  she  was  not  in  the  least  vexed.  She  rolled 
up  the  flimsy  hat  and  made  a  little  cushion  of  it  to  lean 
her  head  back  upon. 

'  I  suppose  you  mean  that  my  views  and  habits  shock 
some  people.' 

'  Well — er — yes,'  he  admitted  nervously. 

'  But  suppose  that  they  don't  shock  the  people  for 
whose  opinions  I  really  care  ?' 

'  Ah,  but  sometimes  I  fear  they  do  !  Now,  Bishop 
Cammersell,  for  instance ' 

'  What  would  you  think  of  me/  here  interrupted 
Barbara,  '  if  I  told  you  that  I  really  do  not  care  for 
Bishop  Cammersell's  good  opinion  ?' 

'  I  could  not  believe  that,  Mrs.  Bering !' 

'  Nevertheless,  it  is  quite  true.  I  think  that  Bishop 
Cammersell  is  timid  and  conventional,  and  altogether 
incapable  of  owning  a  sturdy  original  conviction.' 

'  You  pain  me  very  much,'  said  Bransby  in  a  lowered 
voice. 

'  I  am  sorry,'  she  replied,  '  but  I  should  not  care  for 
you  to  grow  to  like  me  better  on  a  false  basis.' 
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'  Yes ;  your  complete  honesty  is  a  trait  that  I  always 
admire/  he  put  in,  almost  eagerly. 

'  And  as  for  always  curbing  our  natural  inclinations,  I 
cannot  think  that  God  endowed  us  with  longings  and 
emotions  only  that  we  should  make  of  life  one  weary 
war  against  them.' 

Bransby  fixed  his  eyes  upon  her  kindling  face,  and 
gave  himself  up  to  the  fascination  of  her  rich  voice. 

'  I  would  rather  live  one  year  fully,  freely,  richly, 
and  then  die,  than  spend  a  long,  tedious  existence  of 
suppressed  vitality.  Why,  it  is  the  great  sermon  of 
nature,  preached  from  morning  until  night,  through  all 
living  things,  whether  trees  or  birds  or  human  beings 
themselves,  that  through  feeling,  and  through  feeling 
alone,  we  reach  the  highest  spirituality.  It  is  only  im 
passioned  natures  that  are  capable  of  martyrdom.  If 
our  Lord  had  not  had  the  very  fire  of  enthusiasm  in 
His  soul,  He  could  not  have  given  His  life  for  others 
upon  the  cross.  It  .is  the  pallid,  emotionless  lives  that 
bring  forth  nothing.  Without  emotion  great  results  can 
never  be  accomplished,  and  sensation  is  the  movement 
of  the  soul.  The  ground  must  be  broken  before  it  can 
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bring  forth — mental  apathy  of  all  sorts  must  be  disturbed 
before  human  beings  can  produce  high  results,  whether 
physical  or  spiritual.' 

Bransby  continued  to  gaze  at  her  intently,  his  eyes 
gathering  a  still,  absent  expression. 

She  went  on : 

'  I  think  that,  in  keeping  our  impulses  always  crushed 
and  unexpressed,  we  act  like  some  mothers,  who  refuse 
to  let  their  darling  boys  go  to  school,  and  so  instil  into 
them  a  certain  milk  of  missishness  which  all  the  events 
of  after-life  can  never  quite  absorb.  I  think  that  in 
being  afraid  of  our  passions  and  emotions,  instead  of 
grasping  them  firmly  and  kneading  them  into  the  right 
consistency,  we  are  doing  ourselves  a  great  wrong,  and, 
so  to  speak,  hiding  under  napkins  such  talents  as  we 
have.' 

Bransby  said  nothing,  and  she  went  on  : 

'For  instance,  I  was  thinking  about  Eunice's  beauti 
ful  voice  to-day,  and  lamenting  to  myself  over  your  dis 
like  of  music,  and  by  one  of  those  queer  coincidences 
which  so  often  happen  to  me,  I  picked  up  this  little 
copy  of  Plato's  "  Republic,"  and  it  opened  at  the  pages 
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where  Socrates  talks  with  Glaucon  about  the  influence 
of  music.  I  couldn't  help  contrasting  it  with  the  teach 
ing  of  the  "  Kreutzer  Sonata "  which  you  so  much 
admire.  As  I  have  the  book,  if  you  don't  mind,  I'll 
read  you  the  bit  I'm  talking  of.  Here  it  is  : 

'  "  When  a  man  surrenders  himself  to  music  and  flute- 
playing,  and  suffers  his  soul  to  be  flooded  through  the 
funnel  of  his  ears  with  those  sweet  and  soft,  plaintive 
harmonies  of  which  we  just  spoke,  and  spends  his  whole 
life  in  warbling  and  delighting  himself  with  song,  such 
a  man,  at  the  outset,  tempers  whatever  portion  of  the 
spirited  element  he  possesses,  and  makes  it  useful  in 
stead  of  brittle  and  useless  :  if,  however,  he  relaxes  not 
his  devotion,  but  yields  to  the  enchantment,  he  then 
begins  to  liquefy  and  waste  away,  till  the  spirit  is  melted 
out  of  him  and  the  sinews  of  his  soul  are  extirpated,  and 
he  is  made  a  feeble  wielder  of  the  lance." 

'There  !  Do  you  see  the  vital  difference  between  the 
two  philosophies  ?  One,  Tolstoi's,  teaches  total  absti 
nence,  renunciation  even  of  the  good  in  a  thing  which 
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may  become  evil  under  certain  circumstances — the 
other,  that  even  out  of  evil  good  may  be  expected.' 

'  Yes,  I  can  see  how  you  look  at  it,'  said  Bransby 
dreamily. 

'  And  it  is  the  same  thing  about  the  idea  of  love. 
The  sun  is  fire,  and  so  is  a  flame  kindled  from  unclean 
matter  ;  but  the  flame  consumes,  while  the  sun  illumines 
and  brings  forth  all  beauty  on  the  earth,  which  the  wise 
restraint  'of  nature  has  placed  just  near  enough  to  the 
great  orb  for  us  to  feel  its  thrilling  moderation  without 
being  scorched  by  its  excess  !' 

Her  heart,  burning  with  thoughts  of  Eunice's  starved 
life,  urged  her  vehemently  forward. 

'  When  Tolstoi  condemns  all  passionate  love  between 
men  and  women  as  sensual,  surely  he  does  not  know 
in  what  real  love  consists.  High  love,  no  matter  how 
fiery,  never  descends  into  sensuality.  It  is  the  great 
sun  blazing  in  the  soul-heaven,  and  kindling  into  life  all 
exquisite  emotions  !' 

She  stopped,  breathless,  her  eyes  glowing,  her  whole  face 
radiant.  All  at  once  she  felt  that  Bransby  had  his  arms 
about  her,  that  his  mouth  was  just  about  to  touch  her  own. 


BARBARA   BERING  igi 

With  one  swift  movement  of  her  strong  body  she 
flung  him  from  her  so  violently  that,  losing  his  balance, 
he  fell  sidewise  upon  the  heap  of  corn,  and  slid  noisily 
and  ungracefully  to  the  floor  beneath,  heralded  by  the 
delighted  shouts  and  caperings  of  the  two  children,  who 
had  rushed  in  from  the  other  room  on  hearing  some 
thing  fall.  Barbara,  one  blaze  of  furious  indignation, 
stood  to  her  full  height  on  the  ledge  above,  and,  looking 
down,  saw  that  Eunice  was  pausing  in  the  open  door 
way,  outlined  by  the  film  of  her  white  gown,  through 
which  the  sun  was  shining. 

She  returned  Barbara's  gaze  steadfastly,  and  a 
curious  pale  smile  broke  the  grave  shadow  of  her  face. 
It  was  a  smile  that  expressed,  at  the  same  time,  im 
measurable  disgust  and  a  certain  deep  relief.  For  she 
felt  that  now  it  would  be  in  her  power  to  demand,  with 
reason,  those  alterations  in  her  life  which  she  had  so  long 
desired. 


XXXIII. 

BARBARA  had  been  at  Eosemary  for  two  weeks,  and  the 
warm  fragrance  of  June  now  held  the  spacious  mountain 
air.  As  yet  she  had  received  no  further  message  from 
Bering,  and  a  feeling  of  great  depression  and  loneliness 
had  been  gathering  in  her  heart. 

She  sat  at  the  open  window  of  her  room  to-night,  and 
wrote  in  the  pages  of  her  journal,  now  listlessly,  now 
with  a  sudden  vehemence.  All  during  her  life,  although 
at  long  intervals,  Barbara,  like  most  imaginative  women, 
had  been  given  to  expressing  her  moods  in  verse,  and  it 
was  in  verse  that  she  was  writing  now. 

At  last  she  laid  aside  her  pen,  and,  taking  her  face  be 
tween  her  hands,  looked  down  upon  the  page  before 
her,  and  moved  her  head  slowly  from  side  to  side  with 
an  air  of  sorrowful  negation.  Large  tears  followed, 
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falling  slowly  and  with  a  distinct  soft  sound  upon  the 
open  book. 

The  lines  were  irregular  in  metre,  and  had  a  wistful 
cadence,  like  the  broken  murmur  of  leaves  in  a  night 
wind  : 

'  "  Dost  thou  despair,  my  soul  ? 
Looking  through  Sorrow's  glass  upon  the  world, 
Sayest  thou  all  promises  are  unfulfilled  ?" 
Within,  within  the  voice  speaks  clear  and  high, 
And  melancholy  sweet : 

"  Wouldst  thou  believe  in  perfect  human  love  ? 
Love  in  that  wise — so  comes  the  promise  true. 
Hast  thou  of  friendship  a  divine  ideal  ? 
Encloak  with  such  vast  generosity 
Some  life-chilled  fellow-creature,  and  believe. 
Doth  gratitude  evade  thee  ?     Ah,  poor  soul ! 
Be  grateful  that  such  sorrow  thou  canst  feel, 
Because  the  world  lacks  friendship,  love,  ideals, 
And  hath  no  overflow  of  gratitude, 
To  waste  on  what  it  cannot  touch  or  see. 
To  loving  eyes,  the  invisible,  O  soul, 
Holds  more  of  beauty  and  of  very  God 
Than  to  eyes  scientific  starry  space  entire  ! 
The  very  blindness  of  aspiring  hearts 
More  surely  draws  the  unsure,  faltering  feet 
Towards  holy  surge  of  harmonies  divine, 
That,  in  wide  circles,  hem  the  distant  Throne 
Whereon,  forever  veiled,  sits  voiceless  Mystery. 
Strive,  therefore,  in  thyself,  0  mournful  soul, 
To  realize  in  all  thine  own  ideals, 
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So  shalt  thou  know  the  capability 
That  throbs  unborn  in  life  ; 
So  shalt  thou  find  all  promises  fulfilled, 
And  no  more  doubt  humanity  divine."' 

Presently  she  got  up  and  went  out  into  the  warm 
purplish  dusk  of  the  night.  A  rich  breeze  moved  in  deli 
cate  undulations,  heavy  with  the  scent  of  sun-warmed 
strawberries,  of  damask  roses,  of  the  intangible  perfume 
of  a  fringe-tree,  which,  in  the  star-pierced  gloom,  quivered 
softly,  like  a  sylvan  ghost. 

Low  over  the  sad  outline  of  the  hills  the  evening  star 
thrilled  through  the  mystic  fabric  of  the  night,  like  the 
point  of  a  lance  of  fire.  Small  white  flowers  gleamed 
through  the  twilight  at  her  feet.  From  the  shadows, 
on  either  side,  crimson  blossoms  burned,  with  a  subdued 
and  smouldering  splendour.  The  thicket  was  full  of  birds, 
the  air  of  wings.  In  the  grass  was  the  stir  of  a  subtle 
and  thronging  life. 

Barbara  walked  slowly,  her  hands  behind  her  head, 
her  eyes  upon  the  scintillating  points  of  the  stars,  which 
shone  fitfully  through  the  frail  and  tremulous  foliage  of 
the  old  acacia-trees.  What  dreams  had  come  to  her 
under  their  airy  branches  !  What  hopes,  what  yearn- 
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ings,  what  aspirations !  She  drew  a  deep,  unhappy 
breath,  and  tried  to  realize  that,  after  all,  the  stars  were 
but  as  the  sands  of  a  golden  desert  reaching  into  infinity, 
not,  as  she  used  to  imagine,  worlds  whereon  lived  crea 
tures  like  herself,  to  whom,  perhaps,  came  dreamings 
such  as  those  which  haunted  her  on  summer  nights  of 
cloud  and  shine  and  gently-pausing  winds. 

'  It  cannot  be  that  I  am  only  thirty,  and  that  life  is 
over  for  me,'  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  speaking  up  into 
the  serene  vault  of  air  above  her.  '  I  cannot  think 
that  it  is  all  over.'  Again  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes 
and  blotted  out  the  stars.  She  wandered  on  and  on, 
and  came  at  last  to  the  low  gate,  over  which  a  white 
eglantine  festooned  itself  against  the  far  landscape 
that  resembled,  in  the  wan  light,  a  painting  by  Puvis 
de  Chavannes. 

There  was  the  same  bland  reach  of  luminous,  pale 
sky,  the  same  simple  masses  of  great  woods  enveloped  in 
a  tinted  haze,  the  same  ample  sweep  of  faint-hued 
fields.  One  could  fancy  austere  and  lovely  figures,  in 
robes  of  mellow,  faded  blues  and  pinks  and  saffrons,  reap 
ing  the  white  clover  with  scythes  of  light.  A  mocking- 
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bird  was  filling  the  leaf-stirred  silence  with  its  delicious 
clamour. 

It  is  on  such  nights  as  this  that  loneliness  seems 
peculiarly  dread  and  unnatural.  The  whole  being  cries 
out  for  some  comprehending  soul  with  which  to  share 
such  sumptuous  loveliness.  Barbara  lifted  her  arms 
and  extended  them  towards  the  dim  horizon -line  in 
that  gesture  of  yearning  with  which  she  expressed 
certain  moods.  The  empty  summer  air  filled  her  em 
brace  and  beat  softly  against  her  breast.  It  seemed  to 
her  that  no  one  in  all  the  world  could  be  so  lonely,  so 
forsaken,  as  herself,  and  then,  as  she  thought  that  her 
heart  must  break  for  very  desolation,  she  felt  herself 
clasped  close,  her  head  bent  back,  and  the  pressure  of 
eager  lips  upon  her  own. 

'  Barbara !  Barbara !  Barbara !'  said  Bering,  re 
leasing  her  and  kneeling  to  put  his  arms  again  around 
her.  '  Will  you  forgive  me,  beautiful,  good,  splendid 
Barbara  ?  And  will  you  be  a  little  sorry  for  me  ?  Oh, 
my  wife,  my  life,  how  I  have  missed  you  !  How  I 
have  hungered  and  thirsted  for  you  ! — for  your  unfail 
ing  sympathy  —  your  gentle  advice  —  all  your  noble 
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self,  from  head  to  foot,  mind,  soul,  and  body !  If 
you  could  only  know  —  if  I  could  only  get  words 
to  tell  you  —  I  think  that  you  would  forgive  me, 
would  comfort  me,  would  take  me  back,  my  one 
love !' 

Barbara  could  not  speak.  She  trembled  and  put  her 
hands  upon  his  thick  curls,  as  he  knelt  there  in  the 
starlight  at  her  feet.  At  last  she  felt  that  he  was 
waiting  for  her  answer,  and  managed  to  stammer 
brokenly  : 

'  I  do,  I  do,  dearest ;  but  I  thought — I  was  afraid — 
oh,  Jock,  I  was  afraid  that  you  did  not  care — that  you 
would  never  care  any  more  !' 

She  felt  his  arms  tighten  convulsively,  and  he  hid  his 
face  in  the  folds  of  her  gown  some  moments  before  he 
spoke  again.  Then  he  said,  whispering  : 

'  Darling,  I  don't  think  that  you'll  know  your  old 
Jock.  He's  a  very  new  person  in  a  great  many 
ways.' 

'  Not  in  too  many  ways,  I  hope,  dear,'  she  said,  with 
her  kindly-beautiful  smile.  Then,  stooping,  she  kissed 
his  hair.  '  A  very  thin  Jock,  I'm  sorry  to  see,'  she 
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added  pityingly.  '  Dearest,  tell  me,  have  you  been 
ill?' 

'  Oh,  nothing  much — nothing  serious.  I  had  a  slow 
fever  in  Japan.  Ah,  Barbara !  one  can  do  a  lot  of 
thinking  during  a  slow  fever.' 

He  got  to  his  feet  and  put  his  arm  about  her.  To 
gether  they  leaned  and  looked  out  at  the  meditative 
beauty  of  the  great  meadows.  They  did  not  say  any 
thing  more  for  a  long  while.  Then  Bering  spoke,  still 
in  that  low,  controlled  tone,  as  though  afraid  of  waking 
some  sleeping  danger  : 

'  We  must  begin  all  over  again,  darling,  if  you  will 
bear  with  me  and  forgive  me.  I  think  that  I  have  con 
quered  that  ugly  self  of  mine.  I  dare  not  say  that  I 
have,  but  indeed,  indeed,  I  think  I  have.  And  you  will 
help  me  to  struggle  with  it,  in  case  it  ever  should  come 
back.' 

'  And  you,'  said  Barbara,  her  voice  thick  with  tears — 
'  you  will  be  patient  with  my  faults — you  will  help  me — 
you  will  forgive  me,  too  ?' 

'  Yes,  yes,  my  darling.  I  know  that  you  are  too 
great,  too  wise,  too  absolutely  free  from  vanity,  to  want 
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me  to  tell  you  that  you  have  no  faults;  but,  oh!  Barbara, 
compared  to  mine  they  are  such  little,  little  faults,  I  feel 
that  if — 

She  turned  and  closed  his  lips  with  a  shy  kiss. 

'  You  shall  not  abuse  my  husband  to  me,'  she  whis 
pered. 

Pierced  to  the  heart  with  her  beauty  and  sweetness,  he 
held  her  against  him  for  some  moments  in  silence. 

'  And  I  have  many  plans  for  work  in  the  world  out 
side,  dearest,'  he  said  after  awhile.  '  I  want  to  knock 
out  some  evil  before  I  am  stowed  away  under  the  sod. 
You  will  be  glad  to  hear  this,  and  about  women  especially 
— about  factory-girls.  I  want  to  build  club-houses  for 
them  in  the  large  towns,  where  they  can  find  rest  and 
recreation.' 

'  Oh,  Jock,  you  warm  my  very  soul !'  she  cried. 
'  How  life  has  changed  for  me  in  the  last  ten  minutes  ! 
I  thought  that  I  was  to  be  alone  all  the  rest  of 
my  life.' 

'  And  how  it  has  changed  for  me  !'  he  echoed.  '  I  knew 
how  generous  you  were.  I  felt  that  you  would  forgive 
at  last,  but  indeed,  indeed,  darling,  I  never  hoped  that 
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you  would  take  me  to  your  heart  at  once  like  this. 
And  are  you  well,  my  own  ? — and  the  child  ?  Barbara, 
what  a  fiend  I  was  !  You  are  an  angel  to  forgive  me  so 
soon!  And  the  Bransbys,  how  are  they?  And  that  dear 
Mrs.  Crosdill ' 

Barbara  began  to  laugh  and  shake  back  her  hair. 

'  Why,  Mrs.  Crosdill  was  married  last  Thursday  to 
Bishop  Cammersell,  my  dear.  I  have  been  thinking 
ever  since  how  you  would  gloat  over  that !  She  says 
that  it  is  to  be  a  mother  to  his  nine  children,  but  I 
fancy  that  the  gentle  Bishop  will  find  that  he  has  a  wife 
as  well !' 

'  Well,  yes,  rather/  said  Dering,  with  his  drawl. 
'  How  the  mischief  could  he  put  up  with  her  ?  By  gad  ! 
that  does  beat  me.' 

'  It's  like  those  classic  earwigs  spoken  of  so  long  ago 
in  the  pages  of  Punch.  Don't  you  remember  ?  A  little 
girl  is  watching  them  crawl  along  a  bench,  and  after 
asking  her  aunt  what  they  are,  she  says,  "  Ugh!  how 
can  such  horrid  things  associate  with  each  other?"  ' 

Dering  laughed,  and  then  asked  how  Bransby  and 
Eunice  liked  the  marriage. 
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'  Oh,  he,  of  course,  is  ecstatic,'  rejoined  Barbara, 
with  that  expressive  curl  of  her  lip.  '  As  for  Eunice, 
it  is  rather  a  relief  to  her,  as  it  will  prevent  those  long 
visitations  which  she  used  to  dread  so.  Dearest  Jocko, 
you  will  like  Eunice  more  than  ever,  I  am  sure.  We 
are  closer  than  ever,  and  she  is  growing  broader-minded, 
and  more  splendid  in  every  way,  each  day  that  she 
lives.' 

'  What  lots  of  good  you  have  done  her,  my  sweetheart!" 
said  Bering  eagerly.  '  I  think  every  life  that  touches 
yours  is  made  better  and  higher.' 

With  hands  clasped  and  cheeks  together,  they  watched 
the  dull,  rose-hued  edge  of  the  rising  moon  peer  above 
the  violet  band  of  the  horizon.  In  their  hearts  was  that 
deep  stillness  which  comes  with  hope  that  has  outlived 
despair. 


THE    END. 
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FOUND  GUILTY.  I  HIS  HELPMATE. 
FOR  LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 


BEACONSFIELD,  LORD:    A  Biography.     By  T.  P.  O'CONNOR,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

BEAUCHAMP.— GRANTLEY    GRANGE:    A    Novel.      By    SHELSLEY 

BEAUCHAMF.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

BEAtJTlFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  ARTISTS :   A  Gathering  of 

Favourites  from  our  Picture  Galleries,  beautifully  engraved  on  Steel.    With  Notices 
of  the  Artists  by  SYDNEY  ARMYTAGE,  M.A.   Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  21*. 

BECHSTEIN.— AS  PRETTY  AS   SEVEN,  and  other  German  Stories. 

Collected  by  LUDWIG  BECHSTEIN.     With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  GRIMM, 
and  98  Illustrations  by  RICHTER.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  O».Od.;  gilt  edges.  7«.  Od. 

BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA ;  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters.     By  JULIUS  BEERBOHM.    With  lllusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od. 

BEMNTTWTLTW)7TfOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3*.  Od.  each  ;  post  bvo,  illust.  bds.,  2*.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.   With  Illustrations  by  FRED.  BARNARD. 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  K.  J.  WHEELER. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  HARRY  FURNISS. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  CHAKLKS  GREEN. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBBON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER  and  F.  WADDY. 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.    With  o  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  BOSE.&c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  BARKARP. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  lllusts.  by  F  BARNARD 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  Illustrations  by  C  GREEN 
YERBEUA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.    Frontispiece  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 
FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.   With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.    Cheaper  Edition,  Revised, 

with  a  New  Preface,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5«. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  8v0,  cl.  extra,  6». 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 
LONDON.    With  124  Illustrations.    Demy  SYO,  cloth  eztra,  IS*.  [Preparing. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bd?.,  2*.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2a.  lid.  each. 


READY-MONEY  MOETIBOY. 
MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERFLY. 
THE   MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 

THE  CHAPLAIN   OF  THE   FLEET. 

THE    SEAMY   SIDE. 

THE   CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,   &c. 

'TWAS   IN   TRAFALGAR'S   BAY,  &c. 

THE   TEN  YEARS'  TENANT,  &c. 


%*  There  Is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  tha  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
»et  in  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  In  cloth  extra,  C«.  each. 

BENNETT  (W.  C.,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,  cloth  innp.  »s.  each. 

A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    |  SONGS  FOR  SAILORS. 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  AUSTIN  DOBSON.    With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BIERCE.— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians. 

Ky  AMBROSE  BIERCE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  O*. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  187S-1887, 1889-1891,  each  Is. 
ACADEMY  NOTES,  1892.    With  Illustrations.     Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875-79.  Complete  in  One  Vol.,  with  600  Illusts.  Cloth  Hmp,  6s. 
ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete  in  One  Vol.  with7oolilusts.  Cloth  limp,  tin. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.  6«l. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  Is. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  Hmp,««. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  II. ,1883-87.   With  300  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 
THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1891.    With  numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 
THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1892.     With  Illustrations.     Is. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     114  Illustrations.     Is. 
OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     128  Illustrations.    J«.  6d. 
ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    242  Illusts.  cl.,  3s. 
THE  PARIS  SALON,  1892.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 
_  THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1892.  With  Sketches.  3s.6i1. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  WILLIAM 
BELL  SCOTT.     With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  ball-bound  boards,  21s. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 
_DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  FORD  MADOX  BROWN. 

BOURNE~(H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  Thf>  History  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols..  demy  8vo,  cl.,  23s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASH&  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

BOWERS.— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL.     By  GEORGE 

BOWERS.     Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  21s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),   WORKS  BY.    Past  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    |  CAMP  HOTES. 

SAVAGE  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6H.;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s. 


BRAND'S  OBSERVATIONS  ON  POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  HENRY  ELLIS,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tn,  4>il. 

JBREWER  (REV.  DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Kvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook."  separately  printed.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  eitra,  7».  Od. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.   Post  8vo,  cL  ex.,  4*.  «d.  each. 

MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  GAMLKO.TVCHO  BRAKE,  and  KEPLER.  With  Portrait!. 
l^ETVERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  5vo,  cloth  extra,  61.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.     I.  COMPLETE  POETICAL  AND  DRAMATIC  WORKS.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.   II.  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP— BOHEMIAN  PAPERS— AMERICAN  LEGENDS. 
Vol.  III.  TALES  OF  THE  ARGONAUTS — EASTERN  SKETCHES. 
Vol.  IV.  GABRIEL  CONROY. 
Vol.    V.  STORIES — CONDENSED  NOVELS,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  TALES  OF  THE  PACIFIC  SLOPE. 
Vol.VII.  TALES  OF  THE  PACIFIC  SLOPK— II,    With  Portrait  by  JOHN  PBTTIE,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OP  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry  With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  BELLEW,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illugts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex..  7*.  (id. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo,  4s.Od. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  KATK 
GREENAWAY,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  EDMUND  EVANS.  Small  4to,  «loth,  5». 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN   GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NISBKT. 
COLONEL   STARBOTTLE'S  CLIENT,  AND  SOME   OTHER  PEOPLE.      With  a 
Frontispiece  by  FRED.  BARNARD. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


GABRIEL  CONROY. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c. 


THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &C. 
CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

FLIP.  |         MARUJA. |_A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 

THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. 


BRILLAT-SAVARIN.—  GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  BRILLAT- 

_  SAVARIN.  _  Translated  by  R.  E.  ANDKHSON,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound.  2s. 

~" 


Po^t 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id. 

BUCI^NAlN'S~(ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  DALZIEL. 
THE   EARTHQUAKE;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  MACNAB. 
THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  RUDOLF  BLINU, 

PETER  MACNAB,  and  HUME  NISBET.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLET  EnPOETICAlTWORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por 

trait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Oil.  _ 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  n  Illus 
trations  by  FRED.  BARNARD. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  COOPER. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.     Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN).  — THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD:   Being  a 

History  ot  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  irom  the  Earliest  Times.     l!y 
RICHARD  F.  BURTON.    With  over  400  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cioth  extra.  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT). 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:   A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  BURTON'S 

ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id. 

fJAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  eachj 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CR I  ME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON  (COMMANDER). —THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  LOVETT  CAMERON,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra 
tions  by  P.  MACNAB.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.^2*. 

CAMEROIUMRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BYrP^8vo. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  1    DECEIVERS  EVER. 


CHATTO    Si   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD,  and  Three  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  In.  6d. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  CHARLES  ELIOT  NORTON.    With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  24s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER  IRELAND. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  Gil. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tf».  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON. -A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  WILLIAM  ANDREW  CHATTO  and  JOHN  JACKSON.    Witu 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  HENRY  G.  BOHN,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4to,  hf.-bd.,  2S*. 

ClHAU^^lFO^CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HAWEIS. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Small  410,  cloth  extra,  <is. 
CHAUCER  FO R  jlCHOOL S.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HAWEIS.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp.  2».  tf d . 

CLARE^-FOR~THE~L6VE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

AUSTIN  CLARK.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2*.  tf  »I. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.   Post  8vo,  must,  boards,  2».  each. 

PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND   DREAMS.      By  EDWARD    CLODD,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Jig.  6<l. 

COBBAN.  — THE    CURE    OF    SOULS:   A  Stor^     By  J.  MACLAREN 

COBBAN.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


JOLEMAN  (JOHN),   WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.   Two  Vols.,  Svo,  cloth,  24«. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  DOLLMAN.   Cr.  Svo, cl.,  1*.  tfil. 


COLLINSJC.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  r5s.  Oil.  each  ;  po?i  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |     YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |     A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 

SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  I          SWEET  AND  TWENTY. 

A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  FRANCES. 


COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.tfti.each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds. ,2s.  each;  cl.limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A. 
BASIL.    Illustrated  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  J.  MAHONKY. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  J.  MAHONEY. 
AFTER  DARK.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  HOUGHTON. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  F.  A  FRASER. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  MILLAIS,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  COOPER. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
ARMADALE.    Witti  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  THOMAS. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAUP.iERand  F.  A.  FRASER. 
MAN  AND  WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  WILLIAM  SMALL. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  EDWARD  HUGHES. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  FILDES,  R.A.,  and  HENRY  WOODS,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  C.  S.  REINHARDT. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  J.  MAHONEY. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  FILDES,  R.A.,  and  SYDNEY  HALL, 
THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  HAUNTED   HOTEL.    Illustrated  by  ARTHUR  HOPKINS. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE  BLACK  ROBE. 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 
>I  SAY  NO." 
A  ROGUE'S  LIFE. 


THE  EVIL  GEHIUB. 

LITTLE  NOVELS. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 


BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  WALTER  BF.SANT,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  FORKSTIEK. 

COLONS  (JOHN  CHUKTONTM.A.),  B06KS~BY~" 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.    Crown  8vo,  ciolh  extra,  O«. 

&  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  S».  [Shortly. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of   GEORGE  COLMAN.     With  Lite  by 
G.  B.  BUCKS-TONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  HOGARTH.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  In.  6d. 

COLMORE.-A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.     By  G.  COLMORK,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence."    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  _ 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY    INCH   A   SOLDIER  :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

COLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  J*. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  CATHERINE 

RYAN.    Crown  8vo,  1».  ;  cloth  limp,  In.  6d.  ____ 

CON  WAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2&s. 

A  NECKLACE  OP  STORIES.     25  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  HENNKSSY.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  «•. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  £!•. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced  to  their  Sources  ajd 

Restored.     Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  2».  6d.  _  _ 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6«L;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2«. 
LEO.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  _  _^____  _  ^____^_ 

CORNWALL.—  POPULAR   ROMANCES   OF   THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected 
by  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  GKO.CRUIKSHANK.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,7».  6d. 

COTES.—  TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.    By  V.  CECIL  COTES.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.    Crown  Svo,  ctoth  extra,  3».  6d.  _ 

CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  CHARLES  EGBKRT  CRADDOCK.  Post  STO,  illust.  bds.,  2».  ;  cl.  limp,  2».  6d. 

ClTlM.'^AbyENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  MATT  GRIM.    With 

a  Frontispiece  by  PAX.  BEARD.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.  _ 

CROKER  (B.M.),   NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  2«.  each  ;  cloth,  »».  6d.  each, 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  I     DIANA  HARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  _  |     PROPER  PRIDE.  _ 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two   SERIES  : 

The  FIRST  from  1835  to  1843;  the  SECOND  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ot 
the  BEST  HUMOUR  of  THACKERAY,  HOOD,  MAYHEW,  ALBERT  SMITH,  A'BECKETT, 
ROBERT  BROUGH,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  CRUIK- 
SHANK,  HINE,  LANDELLS,  &c.  Two  Vols..  crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6(1.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OK  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  BLANCHARD  JERROLD.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a.  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vit.  (id. 

CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON)TWORKS  BY.     Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  8».  6d.  each. 
IN   THE  HEBRIDES.    \VithAutotypeFacsimileand23lllustrations. 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrationi. 
__  VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,7«.  Od. 

CUSSANS.—  A  HANDBOOK  OF~HERALDRY  ;   with  Instructions  for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  JOHN  E.  CUSSANS.    With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  ^n.  6(1. 

CYPLES(W.)—  HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl..3s.6d.;  post8vo.bds.,2s. 
T)ANIEL.—  MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.  By  GEORGE 

DANIEL.  With  Illustrations  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

DAUDET.—  THE  EVANGELIST;   or,  Port  Salvation.     By  ALPHONSE 

DAUDET.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extracts,  ttil.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

~~" 


FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  DAVK.NANT,  M.A.    Post  Svo,  Jn.  ;  cl.,  IB.  «d. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-)TWORKS  B?~ 

Crown  Svo,  1«.  each;  cloth  limp,  1».  <(d.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crowe  Svo,  2».  ;  cloth  limp,  #•.  64. 


CHATTO  it  WINDUS,    214,  PICCADILLY. 


DA  VIES*  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS,  including 

Psalms  I.  to  L,  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  tor  tne  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
GROSART,  P.P.  Two  Volt.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  12s. 

DAWSON.— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH  :  A  Novel  of  Adventure. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON,  M.B.  Edited  by  PAUL  DEVON.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
HOME  NISBET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  !i*.  fid. 

Dfi  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  TREIUTIEN.  With  a  Memoir  by  SAINTE-BEUVE.  Translated  from  the 
aoth  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTHINQHAM.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2*.  6d. 

DE  MAISTRE.— A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  XAVIER  DE 

MAISTRE.    Translated  by  HENRY  ATTWELL.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2».  6d. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  JAMES  DE  MILLE.     With  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  STO,  cloth  extra.  3».  Bd.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  RACE  FOR  THE  DERBY,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win 
ning  Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  them,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  THE  OAKS.  By  Louis  HENRY  CURZON.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl.,  3s.6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,2».ea. 
OUR  LADY  OP  TEARS. |  CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I  NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

\   THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.   With  a  New  Bibliography. 
.  Edited  by  RICHARD  HERNE  SHEPHERD.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also  a 

SMALLER  EDITION,  in  the  Mavfair  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  tid. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  ALFRED  RJMMER.     With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  VANpgRHOor,  ALFRED  KIMMER,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7w.  (id. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OP  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.     By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  BREWKR,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S   HANDBOOK   OP  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,    AND 
\         STORIES.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER,  LL.D.    With  an  ENGLISH  BIBLIOGRAPHY 

Fifteenth  Thousand.    Crown  Rvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.      With  Historical  and  Explana 

tory  Notes.     By  SAMUEL  A.  BEHT.  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os.  6d 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.KAYS.    Cr.Svo,  cl.,  5* 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND   PHRASES:    A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi 

the- Way  Matters.    By  ELIEZER  EDWARDS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions,  from  Diderot'*  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  WALTER  HERRIES  POLLOCK. 
With  a  Preface  by  HENRY  IRVING.  Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4s.  fid. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BKWICK  ft  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    MADEMOISELLE  DE  CORDAY;   MADAME  ROLAND;  THE 

PRINCKSS  DE  LAMBAT.LE  ;  MADAME  DE  GENLIS.  Fcap.Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  2s.  <>d. 

EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «».   [Preparing. 

DOBSON    (W.    T.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8 TO,  cloth  1  imp.  2».  Cd.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

fost  Hvo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED!    I     WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 
CAUGHT  AT   LAST!  A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 

TRACKED  AND  TAKES.   |     IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 

THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3n.  <»«!. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNS.   Crown 

ttvo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Gd. 


8  BOOKL  PUBLISHED  BY  ___ 

DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.     With  Visnette  Portraits.  Cr.8vo.cl.  ex., «».  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio 
graphical  Memoir  by  WM.  GIFFORD.  Edited  by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.  Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete:  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  GIFFORD'S  Text.   Edfr  by  COI.CUNNINGHAM.  OneVol. 

DOYLE"  (CONAN).— THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  CONAN 

DOYLE,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

DUNCAN~(SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <jd.  each. 

A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our 
selves.     With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWN-SEND. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  F.  THISELTON 

DYER,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

FARLY  ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota. 

tions,  by  Rev.  A.  B.GROSART,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Cs.  per  Volume. 
FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 
DAYIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 
HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 
SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGC^UMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  PEARCE  KDGCUMBE.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE  LOYELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  pest  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2»._ 

EDWARDS^(ELfEZERJ.-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES^    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi-the-Way  Matters.    By  ELIEZER  EDWARDS. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <><!. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 
^MANUEL.— ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:    TheTr 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  ior  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
HARRY  EMANUEL,  F.R.G.S.    With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  f>». 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,   THE:  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;    with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.     By  C.  I. 
RICHARDSON.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Cd. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF   PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART.    Connt  of  Albany 

(THE  YOUNG  PRETENDER).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, tts. 

EYES,   OUR  :   How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
JOHN  BROWNING,  F.R. A. S.    With 70  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT~MEN.  By  SAMUEL  ARTHUR 

BENT,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CAKDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  CROOKES.  K.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.  With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

WAR :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  la. ;  cl.,  IB.  6d. 

FEMN  (MANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS  :  A  Novel.   By  G.  MAN- 
VILLE  FENN,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning,"  &c.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Ou. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  g 

FICTION.— A  CATALOGUE  OF  NEARLY  SIX  HUNDRED  WORKS 

OF    FICTION  published  by  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice  ol 
each  (40  pages,  demy  8vo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. ^^_^ 

FIN-BEC.— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :   Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.    By  FIN-BEC.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tin.  fid. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  THOMAS  KENTISH.   With  267  Illustration?.   Cr.  8vo.  cl..  5». 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  fid. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  4to,  IN. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards,  3s.  each. 


BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME. 
POLLY.  NEVER  FORGOTTEN. 


THE   SECOND   MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 


LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  34». 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  CAMILLE  FLAMMARION. 
Translated  by  AUGUSTA  RICE  STETSON.  With  87  Illustrations  by  DE  BIELER, 
MYRBACH,  and  GAMBARD.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «J«. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILTsT^7DT)"COMPLETE"POEMS  :  Christ's  VictoTte 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  P.P.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  fin. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE  :   A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  la.  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

FONBLANQUE (ALBANY). -FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post 8vo, illust.  bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3*.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAYE  7 

OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  3s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.8vo.pict.  cover.  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW.    Crown  3vo,  cloth,  fin. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  3». 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  BARNARD.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  Cs. 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.    By  HENRY  VAN  LAUN 

Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  7».  fid,  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 

face  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3». 

FRISWELL(HAIN).-ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  fid.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.    I    LIVFS  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN  AND  THE   OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.     Edited 
bv  JOHN  LANE.     Published  Annually.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  1*.  fid. 

HARDENING   BOOKS.      Post  8vo.  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  1».  fid.  each. 

«  A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  tha 

Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  GEORGE  GLKNNY. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  TOM  and  JANE  JERROLD.     Illustrated, 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  TOM  JERROLD. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN :  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

TOM  JERROLD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
BY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE,    By  FRANCIS  G.  HEATH. 

Crgwn  8vo,  cloth,  estra,  gilt  ed?es,  0»» 


10  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

GARRETT.—  THE  CAPEL  GIRLS :  A  Novel.    By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

Crown  ttvo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,   THE.    Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  lor  which  this  Magazine  has 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  SYLVANUS  URBAH  appears  monthly. 

* i*  Hound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  8s.  6d.  each :  Cases  for  binding,  Sin. 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUALTTHE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    is. 
GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers   GRIMM 

and  Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.     With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  fen.  O«l.;  gilt  edges,  7».  6d. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«i.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAT? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN   LOYE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY   MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE   BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S   DELIGHT.  I    BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo.  Is.  ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 


DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. 


JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  FIRST  SERIES  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  wid  Galatea- 
Charity— The  Princes*— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  SECOND  SERIKS  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Danl 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzauce. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  GILBERT.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience— 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  £g.  (id. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  GILBERT  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A, 
SULLIVAN.  Compiled  by  ALEX.  WATSON.  Royal  i6mo.  Jap,  leather,  8a.  (id. 


GLANV1LLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.  With  2  Illnsts.  by 
HUME  NISBKT.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  tid.  ;  pos<  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  i2n. 

THE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  HUME  NISBET.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

GLEWY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  GEORGE  GLENNY.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  WILLIAM  GOD- 

WIN.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  SJs. 

GOLDEN  TRETSlJRY~OF~THOUGHT,   THE  :    An  Encyclopaedia  of 

QUOTATIONS.    Edited  by  THEODORE  TAYLOR.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  fid. 

COWING.— FIVE~THOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across   Siberia.    By  LIONEL  F.  GOWING.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
UREN,  and  a  Map  by  E.  WELLER.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A  Story      By  LEONARD 

GRAHAM.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GHEEKS   AND    ROMANS,    THE    LIFE   OF    THE,   described   from 

Antique  Monuments.     By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.  KONKR.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFKR. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

GREENWOOD    ( JAMES)TlVORKSlBY.      Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6.1.  each, 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON.  |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  ELIZA   E.  CHASE.      With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svq, 

cloth  extra,  (i*. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
£  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Syo,  cloth  extra,  <Js, ;  post  Svo,  illustrated,  boards,  3s* 
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GRIFFITH.—  CORINTHIA  MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  CECIL  GRIP- 

KITH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols.,  orown  8vo.  _ 

1IABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  !2«.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
BRUETON'S  BAYOU.  _  |         COUNTRY  LUCK.  _ 

HAIR,   THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PINCUS.     Crown  8vo,  Is. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex.,  o..  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MOBROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  410,  cloth  extra.  8s.  _ 

HALL-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  HALL. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  HARVEY,  and 
GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.     Medium  8ro.  cloth  extra,  7s.  fill. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).—  EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 


HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.    With  over  100  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  DON  FELIX  DE  SALAMANCA.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  <>«. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  A  Collection  of  Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.  With  200 
Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  4*.  6d. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).- PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     By 

LadyDuFFUs  HARDY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HARDY  (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREEN  WOOD    TREE.       By" 

THOMAS  HARDY,  Author  of  "Far  from  the  if  adding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HARWOOD.— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  Is.  •.  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demy  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2».  <»«!. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).—  AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  WASHINGTON 

IRVING,    OLIVER  WENDELL    HOLMES,  JAMES  RUSSELL    LOWELL,  ARTEMUS   WARD, 
MARK  TWAIN,  and  BRET  HARTE.    Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMART.— WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

HAWLEY  SMART.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOME.      By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from   the   Author's  Note-book,    and   Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


BEATRIX   RANDOLPH.  DUST. 

DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 


GARTH.  |   ELLICE  QUENTIN. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
HISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover,  1». 

HEATH.— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

By  FRANCIS  GEORGE  HEATH.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HELPS  (SIR  ARTHUR),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,  cloth  iimp,»B.6d.  each. 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.   |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

IVAN  DE  BIRON :  A  Novel.     Cr,  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illuit,  bds.,  3«. 
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HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE :  A  Novel.     By  ISAAC  HENDERSON. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Od. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING  LADY.  By  HENRY  HERMAN,  joint-Author 
of  "The  Bishops'  Bible.1'  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3*. ;  cloth  extra,  3s.  till. 

HERRICK'S   (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES^NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  D.D. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  ife». 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  THEODOR 
HERTZKA.  Translated  by  ARTHUR  RANSOM.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

HESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 
ERNST  VON  HESSE-WARTEGG.  With  22  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Od. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. 
THE    LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OP  A  CHEAP  JACK.     By  ONE  OF  THE  FRX- 
TERNITY.    Edited  by  CHARLES  HINDLEY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER'^CREED.  By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY.  Post  8vo,  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
HOLMES. -THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  GORDON  HOLMES,  M.D.     Crown  8vo,  la. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OP   THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.   GORDON 
THOMSON.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  Gel. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  SALA.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 
THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  8vo,  doth  limp,  3s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gel. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD  (TOM).— FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkseological  Narrative.  By  TOM  HOOD.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  BUUNTOX 
and  E.  C.  BARNES.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s.       

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUSTwORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Boris  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  GEORGB 

HOOPER.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3d. 

HOiPKINS.— "'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  TIGHS 

HOPKINS.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HORNE. — ORION:  An  Epic  Poem.  By  RICHARD  HENGIST  HORNK. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  SUMMERS.  Tenth  Edition.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER:  An  Anecdotic  Medley.   By - 

MANBY."    Crown  Kvo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT :  A  TALE  FOR  A  CHIMNEY  CORNER" 

&c.     Edited  by  EDUUND  OLLIF.R.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  3*. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    j_ ^ELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  HUTCHISON. 

Withj>5  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  its.  <»«!. 

HYDROPHOBIA :  An  Account  of  M.  PASTEUR'S  System.  Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of'hii 
Method,  and  Statistics.  By  RENAUD  SUZOR,  M.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tin. 

IDLER  (THE)  t  A  Monthly  Magazine.     Edited  by  JEROME  K.  JEROMK 
*      and  ROBERT  E.  BARR.    Profusely  Illustrated.    Sixpence  Monthly. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED    TO  BE  FREE.    With  24  Illustrations 

by  G.  J.  PINWELL.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '.is. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  ONE  OF  THKM.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,  SONGS  OF.  Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  PERCEVAL  GRAVES.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2*.  fid. 

TAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  CHARLES 

•     JAMES.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  tfd. 


JANVIER.-PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  CATHERINE 

A.  JANVIER.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <i». 

JAY  (HARRIETT),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEK. |    THE  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  «$d.  each. 

NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |  THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |  THE  OPEN  AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  WALTER  BESANT.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  On. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Km, 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND  :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habitants.  By  JEROME  K.  JEROME.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE. 
Square  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JERROLD.— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  DOUGLAS  JEKROLD.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hall-bound,  2>*. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,li<.6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES~AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

EDWARD  JESSE.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2a. 

JONES  (WILLIAMJF\S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  r«.  «d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.  With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 

CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Ea'-rs,  Lnrk,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  oi  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GIFFORD.  Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNING 
HAM.  Three  Vols.,  crown  NVO,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

JOSEPH  US,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  WHISTON. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  or  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Mans.    Two  Vols..  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  !;£*.  Gd. 

KEMPT.—  PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By 
KOBIRT  KKMHT.  Post  «vo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  6d. 

KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS    AND     FICTIONS :     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  MARK  KEKSHAW.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2». ;  cloth,  2*.  (id. 

KEYSER.  — CUT  BY  THE   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  ARTHUR  KBYSEK. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od. 

KING  OR.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3«.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bdZ  2«.  ea. 
A  DRAWN  GAME.  |  "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREIiN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ii».  each. 
PASSIOH'S  SLAVE.  I         BELL  BARRY. 


KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  of  LORNE,  K.T,  Cr,  8vo,  cl,  ex.,  <>«. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  WILLIAM  KNIGHT,  M.R.C.S.,  and  EDWARB 
KNIGHT.  L.R.C.P,  Crown  8vo,  !».;  cloth  limp,  In.  6d. 

T  AMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Verse, 

including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a.  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'1  Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  fid. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2». 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  PERCY  FITZGERALD.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Us.  fid. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Note* 
by  BRANDER  MATTHEWS,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.  Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  ij».  fid. 

LANDOR.-CITATIQN  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  THOMAS  LUCY,  touching  Deer-stealing,  igth  September,  15*42. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  oi  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
Kcap.  8vo,  half-Roxbiirghe,  3>».  fid. 

LANE.-THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 
England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  EDWARD  WILLIAM  LANE.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  HARVEY.  Edited  by  EDWARD  STANLEY  POOLE.  With  a 
Preface  by  STANLEY  LANE-POOLB.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ?8.  fid,  each. 

LARDER.-A  SINNER'S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  LARDER.  3vol3. 
LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3«.  fid. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY  :  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
tue  Cloth.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2n. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  iis.  fid.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. j THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bonnd  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  by  HENRY  S.  LEIGH.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  if*,  fid. 

LEYS  (JOHN). —THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or,  The  History  of  JERRY  HAWTHORN  and  COR- 
JNTHIAN  TOM.  With  CROIKSHANK'S  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  3vp,  cloth  extra, 
7»,  fid. [New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  WORKS  BY.    Post  BVO,  cloth  HmP,  a«.  6d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES:  ESSAYS  ON  WOMEN. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each;  posi  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. each. 
SOWING  THE   WIND.  I    UNDER   WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |    "MY   LOVE!"  |         IONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.     I    PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  ft  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. j 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 
FREESHOOTING :  Extracts  Iroin  the  Works  of  Mrs.  LYNN  LINTON.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
V*.  fid. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  C«l. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  HENRY  W.  LUCY.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s. 

LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CAMOENS.  Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  ROBERT  FFRENCH  DUFF.  With  14  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  1&s. 

jjflACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  2*.  fid. 
BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  HENNESSY.  Crown  Svo,  cloih  extra,  6m 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Second  Edition  Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5». 
EDHOR  WHITLOCK,  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, «». 
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MCCARTHY  (JUSTIN,  M.P.),  WORKS  BY. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TLMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i8So.  Four  Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12».  each.— Also 
»  POPULAR  EDITION,  ia  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tts.  each.— And  a 
JUBILEE  EDITION,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  i8S6,  in  Two  Vols., 
laree  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  ttd.  each. 

I  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6». 
— Also  a  CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITION-,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  till. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
12*.  each. [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.  each;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN.      

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
PRAED.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

MCCARTHY  (jusiitf  H.,  M.P.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  la. ;  cloth,  Is.  «»«!. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History.  1798-1886.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  On. 
HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  «d. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems. _Smal|jtto,_Japanese  vellum,  8s. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOYEI*~lCroW8vo7picturecover,  !»•  j  cloth  limp,  !•  G«l. 
DOOM  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1». 
DOLLY  :  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  1».  6<1. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romaace.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  1». ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
THE    THOUSAND   AND   ONE    DAYS:    Persian   Tales.      Edited  by  JUSTIN  H. 
MCCARTHY.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12«. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 
case,  21s.     Or  the  Vols.  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  2a.  Oil.  each. 
Vol.    I.  WITHIN  AND  WITHOUT. — THE  HIDDEN  LIFE. 

,,  II.  THE  DISCIPLE. — THE  GOSPEL  WOMEN. — BOOK  OK  SONNETS. — ORGAN  SONGS. 
„  III.  VIOLIN  SONGS.— SONGS  OF  THE  DAYS  AND  NIGHTS. — A  BOOK  OF  DREAMS.— 

ROADSIDE  POEUS. — POEMS  FOR  CHILDREN. 
„     IV.  PARABLES. — BALLADS. — SCOTCH  SONGS. 

,,V.  &  VI.  PHANTASTKS:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  THE  PORTEKT. 

MVIII.  THE  LIGHT  PRINCESS. — THE  GIANT'S  HEART. — SHADOWS. 
„     IX.  CROSS  PURPOSES. — THE  GOLDEN  KEY. — THE  CARASOYN. — LITTLE  DAYLIGHT 
„       X.  THK  CRUEL  PAINTER. — THE  Wow  o'  RIVVEN. — THE  CASTLE. — THE  BROKEN 

SWORDS. — THE  GRAY  WOLF. — UNCLE  CORNELIUS. 

THE  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  DR.  GEORGE  MACDONALD.      Col- 
lected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  12s.  f Shortly. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Poems  by  Three  Friends.    Edited  by  Dr.  GEORGE  MAC- 
DON  ALD.__PoSt8vO,_cloth,_  5s. 

MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.    By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  fid.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2«. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS :    Notes  on  Popular 

Game?.     By  ROBERT  MACGREGOR.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2a.  6d. 

IJACKAYT^INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES  ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  CHARLES  MACKAY,  LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>«. 

MACLISEfPORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM  BATES,  B.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7«.  Cd. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  THOMAS  R.  MACQUOID. 
PICTURES    AND    LEGENDS    FROM    NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  THOMAS  R.  MACQUOID. 

THROUGH  NORMANDY.  With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  MACQUOID,  and  a  Map, 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.  With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.  With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOIO. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
f  HE  EVIL  EIE,  and  other  Stodes.   1        LOST  ROSE. 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management  :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  lor  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantern 
Slides.  By  T.  C.  HEPWORTH.  With  10  Illustration...  Cr.  Svo.  1*.  ;  cloth.  Is.  Gd. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN   BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,   Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.     All  irom  actual  Experience.    Edited  by  W.  H. 
_  CREMER.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4n.  (id.  _ 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
_  Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5<t, 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  ~  WORKS"  BY~.~~ 

THE   HEW  REPUBLIC.    P^st  8vo,  picture  cover,  2*.?  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gil. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA  :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  Gd. 

POKMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D'ARTHUR  :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  li. 

_  MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.      Post  8VO,  cloth  limp,  2s.  _ 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

ROUGHING   IT,  and   INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  FRASER. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  BEARD, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  G«I.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2».  each. 
THE   INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  234  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED  AGE.    By  MARK  TWAIN  and  C.  D.  WARNER.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.     With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  KEMBLB. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.    Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s- 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  i?». 
THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The    Adventures  of   Mulberry    Sellers.      With 

numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  [Preparing. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Gs.  _ 

MARRYAT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  BVO,  must,  boards,  2«.  each. 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  !         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

_  OPEN  1  SESAMEJ  _  |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE.  _ 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  WILLIAM  GIFFORD.  Edited 
by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  _  __  _  _________ 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN^AUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.      By  J. 

MASTERMAN.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2».  _  _ 

MATTHEWS.—  A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*,;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

MAYHEW.—  LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

_  OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  HENRY  MAYHEW.    With  Illusts.   Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  3».  ««!. 

MENKEN.—  INFELICIA  :    Poems  by  ADAH   ISAACS  MENKEN.      With 

Biographical    Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  LUMMIS  and    F.  O.  C.  DART,EY,  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  CHARLES  DICKENS.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7a.  Gd. 

MERRICK.—  THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  LEONARD  MERRICK, 

Author  of  "  Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

MEXICANTiUSTANG~(ON  A),  through  Te^as  to  the  Rio  Grande.  "Tty 
A.  E.  SWEET  and  J.  ARMOY  KNOX.  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

~ 


Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2*.  each 
_  TOUCH_AND   GO.          ___  |    MR.  DORILLION.  _ 

MILLER-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life; 
Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  By  Mrs. 
F.  FEN  WICK  MILLER.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s,  Gd. 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      PostSvo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  Gd.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE   OF  THE   SKIN.     With  Directions  lor  Diet,  Soaps,  baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  ANDjrHEIRJRELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  Svo,  Is.  _ 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD'ORBJffi?"Cr."8vo7ls.';  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),   NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  1».  Oil. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EelCUREAN;  and  ALCIPHEON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.    - 

PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  THOMAS  MOORK; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  MEMOIRS  OP  LORD  BYRON.      Edittd  by  R. 

HERNE  SHKPHERD.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  Gd. 
THE  DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  BARNARD.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.     With 

12  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  Woon.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.       [Shortly. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  c'oth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2m.  each. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL   STRANGE. 


HEARTS. 
WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 
A  MODEL  FATHER. 
OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO. 


BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 
A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  tts. ;  post  favo,  illustrated 
boards,  2*. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  a^tra,  3*.  6d.«ach;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER  and  G.  NICOLET. 
THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 


MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 


0 


A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  Gd. 

A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2».  Gd.  _ 

MIS  BET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UP!"  A  Romance  of  BUSHRANGRRS  AND  BLACKS.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.Gd. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Gel. 
_  WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  Gd.  \Shortly. 

NOVELTSTS^=HXLF^HOURS   WITH   THE   BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  MACKENZIE  BHL'L.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  «d.  [Preparing. 

'CONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD  :    A  Biograp"hjT     By~TTP." 

M.P.     Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eachT 
__  THE  UNFORESEEN.  _  [    CHANCE?    OR  FATE?  _ 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  Translated  by  Mrs.  CASHKL  HOEY.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
E.  BAYARD.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

A  LAST  LOVE.  Translated  by  ALBERT  D.  VANDAM.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ; 
post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.  Translated  by  ALBERT  D.  VANDAM.  Crown  Svo,  clotb,  3s.  G<1.  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS  ~BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2..  each.  ~ 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.       __  |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 
WHITELADIES.    With    Illustrations    by    ARTHUR   HOPKINS  and   HF.NRY    WOODS, 
__      A.K.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Onl^IYTOXlIKOT^p^raPfTTlASS  ON  THE  ~  TRA"ILT~A<!- 

ventures  of  JOHN  Y.  NELSON.    By  HARIUNGTON  O'REILLY.    With  100  Illustrations  by 
_    PAUL  FHKNZKNY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  *id. 


O'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS  BY. 

LAYS  OF  FRANCE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  IGs.  ttd. 
MUSIC  AND   MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 
80NGS  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  Od, 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.bds.,  'J».  each. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHAMDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDEK  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.  

BIMBI.    Presentation  Edition,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  GARRETT.    Squara 
Svo,  cloth,  5s.  [Shortly. 

SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Second  Edition.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OUIDA  by  F.  SYDNEY 
MORRIS.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5*.     CHEAP  EDITION,  illustrated  boards,  '-2s. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOO  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEH 

SHOES. 
SIGHA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A   VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN   MAKEMMA. 

BIMBI.  |      BYRLIH. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.    |    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY.  I  RUFFINO. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

•*•     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  6d. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5». 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 

TORY  OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  JOSEPH  GREGO.    A  New  Edition, 
with  93  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Oil. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'CRiE.  P.P.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  8s. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL.  With  Frontis 
piece  by  HELEN  PATERSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  'Sit,  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust. boards,  tj*. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  li*.  (id.  each; 
LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD. 
LESS    BLACK   THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH  SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each. 
A  GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM   EXILE. 
THE  CANON'S  WARD. 
THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWH. 
HOLIDAY  TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM  TALES. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MISBRIDGE. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES, 
THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BEHTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE  FATHER.  LIKE  SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
JSURPHY'3  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 


THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFB. 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.]  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.     |     THE  BURNT  BILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'Is.  6d.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION :  Stories  of  MARINB  ADVENTURE  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations. 
SUNNY    STORIES,  and  some  SHADY   ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  FRED. 

BARNARD. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  "HEWS."    Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  1«. ;  cloth.  In.  6d. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,ci.,9i.6d.Mch. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAUMER. 

THE   MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  PENNELL. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.   Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  l.«.  6d.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."        |    BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  REEP.    Cr.  Svo.  1». ;  cloth,  1».  «d. 

PlRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  1*. 
LADY  LOVELACE,    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  £v. 


CHATTO   &  WINDUS,  214,   PICCADILLY.  19 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    PURSUIVANT   OF    ARMS;    or,    Heraldry   Founded    upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7».  6H. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  MACKARNKSS.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,6». 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.     Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and   Historical,  and  a  Life    of  Plutarch,  by  JOHN  and 
WILLIAM  LANGHORNE.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,demy  8vo,  half-bound,  IDs.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   Intro- 

duction  by  CHAS.  BAUDELAIRE,  Portrait,  acd  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7».  6d. 
THE   MYSTKRY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3». 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRICE  (E.  C.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2n.  each. 
YALENTINA.                |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 
GERALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.  By 
the  Princess  OLGA.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6«. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.    With  55  Illusts.    Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.   With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>». 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
BATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  1O».  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.    With  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  O». 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  IB.  6d. 

PRYCE.-MISS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.  By  RICHARD  PRYCE, 
Author  of  "  No  Impediment."  With  a  Frontispiece  by  HAL  LUDLOW.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  .'{».  6d. 

PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  RAMBOSSON,  Laureate 
of  the  Institute  of  France.  With  numerous  Ulusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7>.  <id. 

RANDOLPH.-AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

GEORGE  RANDOLPH,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  .'{».  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  FILDEB,  R.A.— Also  a  POCKET  EDITION, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  'Jw.  Gd. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONS.  Illustrated  by  WILLIAM  SMALL.— Also  a.  POCKET  EDITION, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  £>.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  PINWELL. 
THE  COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.  Illustrated  by 

HELEN  PATERSON. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  THIEF,  &C.     Illustrated  by  MATT  STRKTCH. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  ELLEN  EDWARDS. 
THE  DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  C.  KEENS. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  CHARLES  KEENE. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  LAWSON. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  FILDES,  R.A.,  and  WILLIAM  SMALL. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  GEORGE  Du  MAURIER. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  ROBERT  BARNES. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  EDWARD  HUGHES  and  A.  W.  COOPER. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  KATE  CRAUFURD. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  HELEN  PATERSON,  S,  L.  FILDES,  R.A., 

C.  GREEK,  and  HENRY  WOODS,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  THOMAS  COULDERY. 
BINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  MACNAB. 
GOOD    STORIES    OF    MEN    AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by    E.    A. 

ABBEY,  PERCY  MAOQUOID,  R.W.S.,  and  JOSEPH  NASH. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.    Illustrated  Sy  JOSEPH  NASH. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.    Illustrated  by  FRED.  BARNARD. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  CHARLES  READE. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS;  Studies  of  David7"Pa"ul.  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  IB. 
•ELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  Mrs.  ALEX.  IRELAND,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portrait.    Crown  8ro,  buckram,  <>«. 


so  BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 

RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  HA  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.  each ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. each. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.      |          WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.  I     FAIRY  WATER. 

MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.          HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 


RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  r».  6d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  VANDERHOOF,  &c. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  DANIEL  DEFOZ,  (MAJOR'S  EDITION.)  With 
37  Illustrations  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2». 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6<1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards;,  2s. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  Gd.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.  I  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE  POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  [Preparing. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  SAINTS- BEUVE.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  Handsomely  printed,  5n. 

ROWLEY  (HON.  HUGH),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  a*.  6d.  each. 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.         I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS.  I _____ 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <i».  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN  THE   MIDDLE  WATCH. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HAULOWB 


ON  THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
AN  OCEAN   TRAGEDY.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.-.  G«!. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2*. 
MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.    Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  »s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illust.,  bds.,  2«. 
ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


CJAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

u     A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES  and  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2». 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ««!. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART;  A  Prose  Idyll.     Fcap.  Svo.  cloth  bds.,  Is.  fid. 

S  ALA.— GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2». 

SANSON. -SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (i6B8  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Gd. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.    |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 

BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Oil.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«<  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2>. 
OIDEON'8  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 


CHATTO   St  WINDUS,   214,   PICCADILLY. 


SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  TAYLOR,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geology, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiography 
Photography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  5s.  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
may  be  had,  7».  6d.  each ;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5n.  each.  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  4>d. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE:  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Enter- 
tailing  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "Whits  Magic."  By  W.  H.  CREMER. 
With  300  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4*.  6d. 

SEGUiN~~(L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBER-AMKERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Its.  Gd. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Ci  own  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6a. 

SENIOR  (WM. ).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo.  cloth.  2sT(5d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.    Crown  410, 
cloth,  6s. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.     By  WILLIAM 

SHARP.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

SHARP  (LUKE).— IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.    By  LUKE  SHARP  (R.  E. 

BARR).    With  Two  Illusts.  by  UEMAIN  HAMMOND.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3".  #><!. 

SHELLEY.— THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND~PRO"SE"OP 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  K.    HKRNK 
SHEPHERD.     Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3*.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 

Vol.     L  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre 
spondence  with  Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes:    Alaitor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  MadUalo;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant:   The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Piece*. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 

Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzl  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta 
tion  of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

VoL    II.  The  Essays;   Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Hdited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Indet  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.  By  R.  H.  SHERARD.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  la.  6d. 


SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

_  P.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth.  24s. 

SHERIDANTTRlCHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETEfWORKSTTVith 

Lie  an  d  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic.  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  10  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  hf.-bound,  7*.  Od. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  SJs. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
BRANDER  MATTHEWS.  With  Illustrations.  Demv  Hvo.  half-parchment,  12t».  Gd. 


SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COifPlirETET>pEtICAirWORKS, 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Kev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  P.P.     Three  Vols..  crown  Svo.  cloth  boards.  18*.  _ 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  JACOB  LARWOOD  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Gd. 

SiMS~(GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each  :  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id.  each. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE  RING  0'  BELLS. 
MARY   JANE'S  MEMOIRS. 


MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustration!. 


TZNKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  MAURICE  GREIFFENHAGKN. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  la.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
DAGONET  DITTIES.     From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 
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SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  MARGARET  LONSDALE.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d.;  cloth,  <»d. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  !i*. 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec 
dotal.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  C».  6d. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 
TALES  OP  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6». 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.      By  A  FOREIGN   RESIDENT.      Crown  8vo, 

In. ;  cloth,  1».«tl.      . 

SOCIETY  IN   PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
trorn  Connt  PAUL  VASILI  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6*. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU]      By    Lord    HENRY    SOMERSET. 

Small  410,  Japanese  vellum,  6». 

SPALDING. -ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 
ill  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  SPALDING,  LL.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5x. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


HOODWINKED;  and  THE   S4HDY- 

CROFT  MYSTBBY. 
BACK  TO  LIFE. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 

BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c. 

THE  GOLDEN  HOOP.         

Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  1*.  fid.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |        WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  TOWRY.     With  Illustrations 

by  WALTER  J.  MORGAN.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  Gs. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  POETICAL  BIRTHDAY  BOOK.     Royal 

161110,  cloth  extra,  ij».  6d. 

STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  HOWARD  STAUNTON.    Edited  by  ROBERT  B.  WORMALD. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Sit. 

STEDMAN  (E.  C.),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9». 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9». 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE:    A  Novel.       By  ROBERT 

ARMITAGE  STERNDALK.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  JJ*.  Cd.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2«. 

STEVENSON  (R.   LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,d.  limp.  3*60..  each. 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis.by  WALTER  CRANK. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  WALTER  CRANK. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  eilt  top,  6».  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       I    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |    BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  £s. 

PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.      Second   Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  In. 

STODDARD.  —  SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By" 

C.  WARREN  STODDARD.     Illustrated  by  WALI.IS  MACKAY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  its.  6d. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  HELEN  and 
ALICE  ZIMMERN.    Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL.     Third  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  g». 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  CONAN  DOYLE,  PERCY  FITZGERALD,  FLOR- 

KNCE  MARRYAT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illusts.,  6«.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

STRUTT'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;    including  the   Rural   and   Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum 
meries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the   Earliest   Period  to  the   Present  Time.      Edited   by 
WILLIAM  HONK.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m,  6d. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

_  a  Map, and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7».  Od. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels.'1  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6«l. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OF  A   TUB.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid 

paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.CHURTON  COLLINS.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  8s.  [Shortly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C.),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.    Fcap.  Svo,  6 H. 
ATALANTA  IN   CALYDON.    Crown  8vo, 

6s. 

CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  7s. 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  Svo,  Is. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    FIRST  SERIES. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  SECOND  SERIES. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES. 

Crown  Svo,  7s. 
BONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.   Crown  Svo, 

1O».  6d. 
BOTH  WELL:   A  Tragedy.      Crown  Svo, 

5  £».  6<i. 

BONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

CHAPMAN'S  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
ESSAYS  AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  Svo,  12». 
ERECHTHEUS  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

Svo,  <>H. 

STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Svo,  7«. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.Svo,  SB. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  Svo,  9s. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to,  8». 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.Svo,  7«. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.  Crown 

Svo,  6s. 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.  8vo,6». 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  13s. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy-    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.Svo,7». 
THE  SISTERS  :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Medieval  Latin  Students' 
Sons;s.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  ADDINGTON  SYMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  6s. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  ROWLANDSON'S  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Liie  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  HOTTEN.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TAINE'S    HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

HENRY  VAN  LAUN.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  3Oa. — POPULAR  EDITION, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

leagues  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  igg. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  WORKS  BY.    Cr.8vo,c1.ex.,7«.6d.each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "  Anne  Boleyn,1'  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  1m.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  JENNINGS. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  bv  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents  ia 
his  School  life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  E  very-day  Reading. 
With  3  Coloured  Frontispiece.  Crpwn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  O«JU 
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THAMES.  — A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  KRAUSSE.     With  340  Illustrations     Post  8vo,  In. ;  cloth,  In.  <iil.    

THOMAS~(BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  8vo,  el.,  3».  6d.  ea. ;  post  8^i  2s.  ea. 
THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER. 


PROUD  MAISIE. 


CRESSIDA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2«. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  extra,  y..  6d.  each. 

THE   LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE   OF  J.   M.  W.   TURNER.     Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.    With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  WALFORD.  M. A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  FAIRHOLT,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMES   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffne-houses,  Hostelries.  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion, 
Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 
Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters.  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Its.  Gd.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


MARION  FAY. 

MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 


THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW. 
KEPT  IN   THE  DARK. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '£n.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AKESICAH  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :{».  6d.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  SVQ,  must,  bds..  2*. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY:  A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  TROW. 

ABRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER~(C.   C.  FRASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2»« 

TYTLER  (SARAH^~NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Rvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6cl.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 2s. each, 


THE  BRIDE'S  PASS. 

NOBLESSE  OBLIGE.  I  LADY  BELL. 


BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

THE  BLACKKALL  GHOSTS. 


WHAT  SH3  CAME  THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


yiLLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  LINDA  VILLARI.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover,  la. ^ 

WALT   WHITMAN,  POEMS    BY.     Edited,   with   Introduction,  by 

WILLIAM  M.ROSSETTI.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  8 vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

WALTONrAND~~COTTON'S    COMPLETE   ANGLER;   or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  IZAAK  WALTON  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  CHARLES  COTTON.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  HARRIS  NICOLAS,  and  61  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

WARD  (lr^RBERT)7^WORKS  BY. 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  tha 
Author,  VICTOR  PERARD,  and  W.  B.  DAVIS.  Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  J4n. 
MY   LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  WELLKR, 
F.P..G.S.    Post  Svo.  in.;  cloth,  lg.  6d. 

WARNER.— A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY.      By  CHARLES 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  ejtra,  6«. 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1892).    Contain- 

ing  the  Descent,  Marriage,  Education,  &c..  of  12,000  Families.     Roy.  8vo,  3O». 
WALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1892). 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12».  tod. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1892).     Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32010.  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1892).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32ino,  cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1892).      Containing  a  List  oi  the  Knights 

of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,&c.   32010,  cloth,  IB. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE   OF  COMMONS  (1892).    Containing  a  List  of  all 

Members  of  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     szmo.cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE   OF  COMMONS  (1892).    Royal  32.mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
TALES  OF  OUR  GEEAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  CHARLES  i.  A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2s. 

WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     2s. 

WASSERMANN.— THE  DAFFODILS  :  A  Novel.     By  LILLIAS  WASSER- 
MANN.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


WATSON.— THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  AARON  WATSON  and 

LILLIAS  WASSERMANN.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

WFATHM7"HO"W~Tl)~FOR^TELLrTHE,  WITH  POCKET  SPEC 
TROSCOPE.    By  F.  W.  CORY.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WESTROPP.—  HANDBOOK  OF  POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    By 

HODDER  M.  WESTROPP.      With  Illusts.  and  Lisf  of  Marks.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  4s.  6«1. 

WHTSTT^^W^"0~PLAT~S7)rO^WHTST;      By  ABRAHAM  S7WiLKs 

and  CHARLES  F.  PARDON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN _p'CLOCK._Cr._8vo,  hand-made  paper,  1>. 
WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.   3Po's'< :8™.  2s. 

WILLIAMS  (w.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  clcth  limp,  2s.  Gil. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THE  CHE  M I STRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9». 

WTLLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).— A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  259  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  «>«!. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is. (id. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  I  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  32  Illustrations  byE.  G.THOMSON  and  E.  STUART 
HARDY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. [Sept. 

WTSSMANN.— MY  SEWNflTJOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Congo  to  the  Zambesi,  in  1886,  1887.    By  Major  HERMANN  VON 
WISSMANN.     With  Map  and  92  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  WOOD.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
WOOD~lHrF^"DETEClTVE~STORIES  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG;  or,  Love  and  Theology.    By 

CELIA  PARKK R  WOOLLEY.    Post  «vo,  illu strated  boards.  2a. ;  cloth,  2».  6d. 

WRIGHtTTHOMTS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Sec, 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN   ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE.  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  FAIRHOLT,  F.S.A. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
1    LAND  AT  LAST.  I         THE  FORLORN   HOPE.     I     CASTAWAY. 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 


*»•  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-15. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

L  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  XAVIEX 

DE  MAISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  ADAMS. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,   Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  DOBSON. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  DOBSOM. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  FIN-BBC, 
W.  8.  Gilbert's  Plays.    FIRST  SERIES. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    SECOND  SERIES. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  JENNINGS. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  KEMPT. 


Post  8Vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  0d.  per  Voluma. 

Little  Essays:  trom  LAMB'S  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  JACOB  LARWOOD 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.   JACOB  LARWOOD 
Jeuxd'Esprit.  Edited  by  HENRYS.  LEIGH. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  MACGREGOR 
New  Panl  and  Virginia.  W.H.MALLOCK, 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  PENNELL. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  PENMELL, 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  PENNELL. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  PAGE, 
Punlana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
More  Punlana.   By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wu.  SENIOR. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book, 
By  Dr.  ANDREW  WILSON. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 

Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancer*. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2».  per  Volume. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 

Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 

Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 

Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthnr:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE   WANDERER'S    LIBRARY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Wilds  of  London.    JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Tunis.  Chev.  HESSE- WARTEGG.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.FITZGERALD. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  HINGSTON. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  JACOB  LARWOOD. 
London  Characters.  By  HENRY  MAYHKW. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Bummer  Cruising  in  the  South   Seas. 
By  C.  WARREN  STODDAXD.    Illustrated. 


Wanderings  In  Patagonia.     By  JULIUS 

BEERBOHM.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Savage  Life.    By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  DANIKL.    Illustrated  by  CRUIKSHANK. 
Circus  Life.    By  THOMAS  FROST. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    THOUAS  FROST. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Faira.    By  THOMAS  FROST. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    BRET  HARTE. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  BRET  HARTE. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  BRET  HARTE.. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  FRAHCILLON. 
Sentenced!    By  SOMERVILLE  GIBNEY. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.GRAHAM. 
Mrs.   Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

IULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  HOLLINGSHEAD. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

CHARLES  JAMES. 
f  ha  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

TOM  JERROLD. 

Cat  by  the  Mess.    By  ARTHUR  KEYSKK. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.  J.  H.  MCCARTHY. 
Doom  !     By  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY,  M.P. 


Lily  Lass.    JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY,  M.P. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  MINTO. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    By  IAS.  PAYN. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  PHKLPS. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  PHELPS. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  PHELPS. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  PHELPS. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Bible  Characters.    By  CHARLES  READK. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  SHKRARD. 
Tho  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  SIMS. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  SIMS. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  SIMS. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  STEVENSOM, 
A  Double  Bond.    By  LINDA  VILLARI. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
HERBERT  VV'AKD. 
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MY   LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  half-Roxburghe,  JJs.  O«l.  each. 


Four  Frenchwomen.  By  AUSTIN  DOBSON. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspearo.    By  W.  S.  LAMDOR. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerln. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  CHARLES  RKADK. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    By  CHARLES  RKADE. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  papor  and  hf.-bd.,  2«.  each. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  CHARLES  LAMB. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  JOHN  MAJOR. 

With  37lllusts.  by  GEORGE  CRUiKSHiHK. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

With  8s  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  BRILI.AT- 

SAVARIN.     Trans.  R.  E.  ANDERSON,  M.A. 


The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  THOMAS  MOORE. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  OLLIER. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 

Tab.     By  Dean  SWIFT. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  J.  LARWOOD. 
Thomson's  Seasons.  Illustrated. 


By  F.  M.  ALLEN. 

The  Green  Bird. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

LIBRARY  EDITIONS  OF  NOVELS  BY  THE  BF.ST  AUTHORS,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Gil.  each. 

COLLINS. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


The  Tents  of  Shorn. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Phllistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 

Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
By  Ei»\VI>    L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  MT.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Ii<  v.  8.  BAR  INC  COULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  J. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER   ISEHANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 


The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 

esse. 
St.  Katharine's  by 

the  Tower. 


By  ROBERT    BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 


The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
I  Heir  of  Linne. 


God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Matt. 

By  HALL   4'AINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
AIORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Comedy.     |  You  Play  Ma  Fals? 


By  WILKIE 

Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 

By  DUTTON  COOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  ITI  ATT    CRIM. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  WILLIAM    CVPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By   ERASMUS    DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  JT.  LEITII  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  DICK   DONOVAN. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  «.    M  ANVILLB    FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCY   FITZOERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 


8ueen  Cophetua. 
ne  by  One. 


A  Real  Qlieen. 
King  or  Knave? 


Prrf.byMirBAKTLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD    GAItRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls, 
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By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.      Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   K.  GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 
The  Fossicker. 

Ky  THOMAS    UfAKDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

SJy  BRET    HARTJB. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 

By  JULIAN  HAAVTHORNE. 
Garth.  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.          Fortune's  Fool. 
Sebastian  Strome.     Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
lyan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  Mm.  ALFRED    HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Un  der  which  Lord? 

•'My  Love!" 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRI?    W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY 


A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 


Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camicla. 


The  Waterdalc  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

uaker  Cousins. 

Ky  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.     Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY   Of  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HUME   NISBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 

By  GEORGES   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

Ky  Mrs.  OLIPUANT. 
Whiteladies. 


THB  PICCADILLY  (3/6)  NOVELS 
By  OUIDA. 


continued. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemalne's 


Gage. 

Tricotrin.    , 
Folle  Farine. 


Puck. 


A  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Pascarel. 

Princesi 

ine. 


Signa. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     |   Rufllno. 
Pipistrello. 
AYillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     1  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 


Saprax-    Othmar.    |    Syrlln. 
Guilderoy. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

Walter's  Word.         Talk  of  the  Town. 

By  Proxy.  Holiday  Tasks. 

High  Spirits.  The  Burnt  Million. 

Under  One  Roof.       The  Word  and  the 

From  Exile.  Will. 

Glow-worm  Tales.     Sunny  Stories. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Yalentina.  j  The  Foreigner!. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Lato  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singleheart  and  Doublefacs. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Anim&la, 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 


Wandering 

A  Woman-Hate* 

A  Simpleton. 


Griffith  Gaunt.          Readixna. 
Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  .¥.  II.  RI DWELL. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  P&rty. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CLARK.   RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDESIS. 
Gny  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills.         Sebastian. 
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THE  PICCADILLY  (3/6)  NOVELS— continued. 
By  LUKE    SHARP. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair. 

By  HAWLEY   S.TIART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  S'rtRNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    TI1OIHAS. 

Proud  Maisie.          ]  The  Violin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROLLOI'E. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  IVAN  TURfiJKNffEFF,  «Jkc. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


THE  PICCADILLY  (3/6)  NOVELS — continued. 
By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPK. 


Frau  Frohmann. 

Marion  Fay. 

The  Way  We  Live 


Kept  in  the  Dr.  rk. 
Land-Leaguers. 
Now. 


Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

Ky  SARAH  TYTLER. 


Lady  Bel!. 
Buried  Diamond!. 


The  Bride's  Pass. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

The  Blackball  Ghosts. 

By  JTIARK.  TWAIN, 
The  American  Claimant. 

By  J.  ».  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrate 
By  ARTEMUS   WARD. 
Artcmus  Ward  Complete. 

By  ED3IOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

By  HAITHLTON   AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 
By  ITIARV   ALBERT. 
Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  ITIrn.  ALEXANDER. 

Haid,Wife,or  Widow?  |  Valerie's  Fate. 

By  OR  ANT  ALLEN, 


Strange  Stories.        The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shcra 
The  Great  Taboo. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
By  Rev.  S.  BAKING  COULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK.   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.  ;Honest  Davle. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.  A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
John  Ford.       i  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
Found  Guilty.  I  His  Helpmate. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 

By  W.  BESANT  A;  J.  RICE. 


d  boards,  2s.  each. 
By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCI1A3IF. 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET   IIARTE. 

Flip.  I  Califernian  Stories. 

Martija.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelcma. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Honey  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER    HKS1NT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  !  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Than. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul'i, 
The  Holy  Rosa. 


The  Shadow  of  the 

Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 


The  Martyrdom  of 

Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abeiarcl. 
Matt. 
Tha  Heir  of  Liune. 


The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HALL   CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMEKON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
By  Ulrs.  LOVETT  CAMEKOX. 

Deceivers  Ever.      |  Juliet's  GuarJiuii. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Las-j. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVCS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paui  i'erroll  Killed  his  V/ifa. 
BT  MACLAREN   COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLJNf}. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLI.XS. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

Sweet  and  Twenty.    Village  Comedy. 

Frances.  You  Play         ' 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
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TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS  —  continued. 

TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS—  continued. 

Kr  WILKIE    COLLINS. 

By   IIA1N  FRISWELL. 

Armadale. 

My  Miscellanies. 

One  of  Two. 

After  Dark. 
Ho  Name. 
Antonina.  |   Basil. 

Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Ky  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Robin  Gray. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Jezebel's  Daughter 

Fancy  Free. 

Flower  of  Forest. 

Miss  or  Mrs? 

The  Black  Robe. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

Braes  of  Yarrow. 

New  Magdalen. 

Heart  and  Science. 

What      will      the 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

"I  Say  No." 

World  Say? 

Of  High  Degree. 

Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Evil  Genius. 

In  Love  and  War. 

Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

Little  Novels. 

For  the  King. 

Lov      •  a  Dream. 

Haunted  Hotel. 

Legacy  of  Cain. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

A  Hu.rd  Knot. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

Blind  Love. 

Queen  of  Meadow. 

Heart's  Delight. 

By  Itl.  .1.  COLQUUOUN. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

Blood-Money. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

By  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EGBERT   CRADDOCK. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  B.  -Tl.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Harrington. 
Proper  Pride. 

By  WILLIAM  CYPLEH. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAMES  DE   MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITII   DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES    DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Last  I 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
Tha  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
By   Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  Iff.  BETHA ITI -ED WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Boxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.       Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
By  PERCY   FITZGERALD 

and  olhrr.i. 
Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY    DE    FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.          |  Romances  of  Law. 
By   HAROLD   FREDERICK. 
Bath's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pref.  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  HarL 


By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  ERNEST   GLANYILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress. 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 

A  Noble  Woman.      |   Nikanor. 

By  JOHN  IIABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW   IIALLI  DA  Y. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Lmly  DUFFUS   HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Name. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By   HENRY    HERMAN. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By  Mr«.  CASHEL   IIOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mm.  GEORGE  HOOPER 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIG  IIC    HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED   HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model.     Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.      Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN   INGELOW. 
Fated  to  ba  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK    KIKRttHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slav* 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barry, 
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i'Wo-SmLLiKG  NOVELS — continued. 
By  JOHN   LEY*. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON, 


Patrtcla  Remball. 
World  Well  Lost. 
Underjwhich  Lord? 


Fasten  Carew. 
"My  Love!" 
lone. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundaa. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY    W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyco. 

By  JUSTIN   MCCARTHY. 

A  Fair  Saxon.         I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELI* 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    8.  MAC<IUOII>. 

The  Evil  Eye.         |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  MALLOCK. 

The  Mew  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE   MARRYAT. 

Open !   Sesame !       |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  In  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  .71  ATT  HEM'S*. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN   MIDDLEMASg. 

Touch  and  Qo.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 
By  Mrs.  MOLES  WORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 

By  I*.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

A  Model  Father.        Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Yal  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  ALICE   O'HANLON. 

The  Unforeseen.      |  Chance?  or  Fate? 


TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS — continued. 
By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.         | 

By  Mr».  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 
By   Mm.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemalne's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folio  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Haprax- 

Ine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Rufflno. 

Syrlin. 

Ouida's    Wisdom, 
Wit,  and  Pathos. 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 
Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 
Best  of  Husbands. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 


Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbrldgfc 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

By  C.  L.  I' I  UK  IS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  RogeU 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  J  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 
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TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS — continued. 
By  CHARLES   READU. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash.  A  Simpleton. 

Peg  Wofflngton.        Readiana. 

Griffith  Gaunt.          A  Woman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Sir*.  J.  US.  RIDOELL. 
Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling". 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIOTAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Firs. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

GEOESGE  AUGUSTUS  SAL  A. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Rv  KATHARINE   SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.    Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SXiTIS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day,   j  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCIXLKY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

fhe  Golden  Hoop.     By  Devious  Ways. 

Hoodwinked,  &c.       Back  to  Life. 


TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS — continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALK. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS   STEVENSON. 
Hew  Arabian  Nights.  [    Prince  Otto. 
BY  BERTHA   THOMA*. 
Cressida.  j  Proud  Maisie. 

Tha  Violin-player. 

By  WALTER  TIIORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         j  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWRRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MARK   TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 

The  Gilded  Age. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 

Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

Huckieberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

Tho  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLKR. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 


Saint  Mungo'sCity. 


Huguenot  Family. 
Blackball  Ghosts. 


Lady  Bell. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

By  Mrs.  F.  II.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  \VINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.      j  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  CaLn. 

By  Lady  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology 

By  EDMUND  YATE*. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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